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a!tl)elan'e iHistokc. 



CHAPTER I. 



^^HERE was a sweet odor of clover blossoms in the 
^1 f iilj morning air, and the dew stood in great 
J^ ill 1]!^ upon the summer fiowers, and dripped 
1 the f^iliage of the elm trees which skirted tlie village 
Theie was a cloud of mist upon the meadows, 
and the windings of the river could be distinctly traced by 
the white fog which curled above it. But the fog and the 
mists were rolling away as the waiTO June sun came over 
the eastern hills, and here and there signs of life began to 
be visible in the little New England town of Chicopee, 
where our story opens. The mechanics who worked in the 
large shoe-shop half way down Cottage Row had been up 
an hour or more, wliile the hissing of the steam which car- 
ried the huge manufectory had been heard since the first 
robin peeped from its ne'st in the alders by the running 
broot; but higber up, on Bellevne street, where the old 
inhabitants lived, everything was qniet, and the loatny 
road, moist and damp with the dews of the previous night, 
was aa yet unbroken by the foot of man or rat of passing 
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wlieel. The people who lived there, — the Mumfords, and 
the Beechers, and the Grangers, and the Thorns, — did not 
helong to the worMng class. They held stocks in lailroads 
and iDaiiis, and mortgages on farms, and could afford to 
sleep after the shrill whistle from the manufactory had 
wakened the echoes of the distant hills and sounded across 
the waters of Pordunk Pond. Only one dwelling showed 
signs of life, and that the lai^e square building, shaded in 
front with elms and ornamented at the side with a luxuri- 
ant queen of the prairie, whose blossoms were taming their 
blushing faces to the rising sun. This was the Bigelow 
house, the joint property of Mrs. Dr. Van Buren, nee 
Sophia Bigelow, who lived in Boston, and her sist«r, Miss 
Barbara Bigelow, the quaintest and kindest-hearted woman 
who ever bore the sobriquet of an old maid, and was aunt 
to everybody. She was awake long before the whistle had 
sounded across the river and along the meadow lands ; and 
just as the robin, whose nest for four summers had been 
under the eaves where neither boy nor cat could reach it, 
brought the first worm to its clamorous young, she pushed 
the fringed curtain from her open window, and with her 
broad frilled cap still on her head, stood for a moment look- 
ing out upon the morning as it crept up the eastern sky. 

" She will have a nice day for her wedding. May her 
future life be as fair," Aunt Barbara whispered softly ; then 
kneeling before the window with her head bowed tipon the 
sill, she prayed earnestly for God's blessing on the bridal to 
take place that night beneath her I'oof, and upon the young 
girl who had been both a care and a comfort since the 
Christmas morning sixteen years before, when her half sister 
Julia had come home to die, bringing with her the little 
Ethelyn, then but two yeai-s old. 
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Aunt Barbara's prayers were always to the point. She 
said what she had to sav ia the fewest possible words, wast- 
ing no time in repctitioii, and on this occasion she was 
briefer than usual, for the good woman had many things 
upon her mind this morning. Krst, there was Betty to 
rouse and get iutoa state of locomotion, — a good half hour's 
work, as Aunt Barbara tnew from a three years' experience. 
Tliere was the " sponge" put to rise tlie previous night, — 
she must see if that had risen, aud with her own hands mould 
the snowy breakfast rolls which Ethelyn liked so much. 
There were the chambers to be inspected a second time, and 
dinner to be prepared for the "Van Bui'cn set" expected 
from Boston ; and Jast, though far from least, there was 
Etbelyn herself to be wakened when the clock should strike 
th h 11 f d th pleasure which good Aunt 

Ba h aw uld t f th w Id have foregone. Every 
m f th ia.t t n y ars, when Ethelyn was at 

hm hhd nt th him.ber where her darling 
Ip Ibdg hhd kissed her cheek, and called 

h bacUfr m tl d 1 1 mber which otherwise might 
have been prolonged to an indefinite time, — for Ethelyn did 
not believe in the masim, " Early to bed and early to rise," 
and always begged for a little more indulgence, even after 
the brown eyes unclosed and flashed forth a responsive 
greeting to the motherly face bending above them. 

This morning, however, it was not needfd that Aunt Bar- 
hM'a should waken her, for long before the robin sang, or 
the white-fringed curtain had been pushed aside from Anut 
Barbara's window, Etheiyn was awake, and the brown eyes, 
which had in them a strange expression for a bride's eyes to 
wear, had scanned the eastern horizon wistfully, ay, drearily 
it may be, to see if it were morning ; aud when the clock in 
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the kitchen struck four, the quiveririg lip had whispered, — 
oh, 80 sadly, — " Sixteen houriB more, only sixteen ! " and with 
a little shiver the bed-clothes had heen drawn more closely 
aronnd the plump shoulders, and the troubled face had 
nestled down among the pillows to smother the sigh which 
never ought to have come from a maiden's lips upon her 
wedding-day. The chamber of the bride-elect was a pleasant 
one, large and airy and high, with windows looking out 
upon the Chicopee hills, and from which Ethelyn had many 
a time watched the fading of the purplish twilight as, girl- 
like, she speculated upon the future and wondered what it 
might have in store for her. One leaf of the great book 
had been turned and lay open to her view, but she shrank 
away from what was written there, and wished so much 
that the record were otherwise. TJpou the walls of Ethe- 
lyn's chamber many pictures were hung, some in water- 
colors, which she had done herself in the happy school days 
which now seemed so far away, and some in oil, mementos 
also of those days. Pictures, too, there were of people, one 
of dear Aunt Barbara, whose kindly face was the first to 
smile on Ethelyn when she woke, and whose patient, watch- 
ful eyes seemed to keep guard over her while she slept. 
Besides Aunt Barbara's picture there was another one, a 
fair, boyish fece, with a loot not wholly unlike Ethelyn 
herself^ save that it lacked the firmness and decision which 
were so apparent in the proud curve of her lip and the flash 
of her brown eyes. Fair-haired and blue-eyed, with some- 
thing feminine in every feature, it seemed preposterous that 
the original could ever have made a young girl's heart ache 
as Ethelyn Grant's was aching that June morning, when, 
taking the small oval-framed picture from the wall, she 
kissed it passionately, and then thrust it away into the 
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bureau drawer, which held other relics tiian the oval frame. 
It was, in fact, the grave of Ethelya's buried hopes, — the 
tomb she had sworn never to unlock again ; hut now, as Ler 
fingers lingered a moment amid the memeotos of the years 
when, in her girlish ignorance, she had been so happy, she 
felt her resolution giving way, and sitting down upon the 
fioor, with her long hair unfastened and falling loosely 
about Ler, she bowed her head over these buried treasures, 
and dropped into their grave the bitterest tears she had 
ever shed. Then, as there swept over her some better im- 
pulse, whispering of the wrong she was doing to her pro- 
mbed husband, she said : 

" I will not leave them here to madden me again some 
other day. I will burn them, every one." 

There were matches within her reach, while the little 
fire-place was not far away, and, sitting j'uat where she was, 
Ethelyn Grant burned, one after another, letters and notes, 
some directed in schoo!-boy style, and others showing a 
manlier hand, as the dales grew more recent, and the en- 
velopes bore a more modem and fashionable look. Over 
one Ethelyn lingered a moment, her eyes growing dark 
with passion, and her lips twitching nervously as she read : 

" Boston, April — . 
" Deak Ethib— I reckon mother is right, after all. She 
generally is, you know, so we may as well he resigned, 
and believe it wicked for cousins to marry each other. 
Of course I can never like Nettie as I have liked you, and 
I feel a twinge every time I remember the dear old times. 
But what must be must, and there's no use fretting. Do 
yon remember old Colonel Markham's nephew, from out 
West, — the one who wore the short pants and the rusty 
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crape on his hat when ho visited his uncle in Chieopee, 
some years ago ! I mean the chap who helped yon over 
the fence the time you stole the colonel's apples. He has 
hecome a member of Congress, and quite a big gun for the 
West; so, at least, mother tliinks. He called on her to- 
day with a message from Mrs. Woodhull, but I did not see 
him. He goes up to Chieopee to-morrow, I believe. He 
is looking for a wife, they say, and mother thinhs it would 
be a good match for you, as jou could go to Washington 
next winter and qneen it over them all. But don't, Ethie, 
don't, for thunder's sake I It feiirly makes me faint to. 
thiiik of you belonging to another, even though you may 
never belong to me. — Tours always, Frank." 

There was a dark, defiant look in Ethelyn's face as' she 
applied the match to this letter, and then watched it 
blacken and eiisp upon the hearth. How well she re- 
membered the day when she received it, — the dark, dismal 
April day, when the rain, which dropped so fast from the 
leaden clouds, seemed weeping for her, who could not weep 
then, so complete was her humiliation, so utter her desola- 
tion. That was not quite three months ago, and so much 
had happened since then as the result of that M. C.'s vbit 
to Chieopee. He was there again this morning, an inmate 
of the great yellow house, with the old-fashioned brass 
knocker ; and, by putting aside her curtMn, EtLelyn could 
see the very window of the chamber where he slept. But 
Ethelyn had other matters in hand, and if she thonght at 
all of that ivindow, whose shutters were rarely opened ex- 
cept when Colonel Markham had, as now, an honored 
guest, it was with a faint shudder of t«Tror; and she went 
on destroying mementos which were only a mockery of 
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the past. One little note, the first ever received from 
Frank, aftei' a memorable morning in the huckleberry Kills, 
she could not burn. It was only a line, and, if read by a 
stranger, would convey uo particular meaning ; so she laid 
it aside with the lock of light, soft hair which clung to her 
fingers with a kind of cai'essing touch, and brought to her 
hot eyelids a mist which cooled their feverish heat. And 
now nothing remaned of the treasures but a tiny tortoise 
shell bojc, where, in its bed of pink cotton, lay a little ring 
with " Ethie " marked upon it. It was too small for the 
finger it once encircle!, for Ethie was but a child when 
first she wore it. Her hands were largeruow, and it would 
not pass the second joint of her fingej', though she exerted 
all her strength to push it on, taking a kind of savage de- 
light in the pain it caused her, and feeling that she was 
revenging herself on some one, she hardly knew or cared 
whom. At last, with a quick jerking motion she drew it 
off, and covering her laco with her hands, moaned bitterly, 
" It hurts I it hurts ! just as the bonds hurt which are 
closing around my heart. Oh I Frank, it was cruel to 

There was a st«p in the hall below. Aunt Barbara was 
coming to waken Ethelyn, and, with a spring, the young 
girl bounded to her feet, swept her baud across her fafle, 
and, shedding back from her forehead her wealth of bright, 
brown hair, laughingly confronted the good woman, who, 
in the same breath, expressed hat surprise that her niece 
was up once without being called, and her wonder at the 
peculiar odor pervading the apartment. 

" Smells as if all the old newspapers in the barre! up 
garret had been burnt at once," she said ; but the fire-place, 
which lay in shadow, told no tales, and Aunt Barbara 
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never auapected the pain tugging at the heart of the girl, 
whose clieelis glowed with an unnatural red as she dashed 
the water over neck and arms and face, playfully plashing 
a few large drops upon her aunt's white apron, and asHng 
if there was not an old adage, " Blessed is the bride the 
sun shines on." " If BO, I must he greatly blessed," she 
said, pushing open the eastern shutter, and letting in a 
flood of yellow sunlight, 

" The day bids fair to be hot and sultry. I hope it will 
grow cool by evening. A crowded party is so terrible 
when one feels heated and uncomfortable, and the millers 
and horn-bugs come in so thickly, and I always get so red 
in the face. Please, anntie, you twist up my hair in a flat 
knot, — ^no matter how. I don't seem to have any strength 
in my arms this morning, and my head is all in a whirl. 
It must be the weather," and, with a long, panting breath, 
Etlielyn sank, half fainting, into a chair, while her frightened 
aunt ran for water, and camphor, and cologne, hoping 
Ethelyn was not coming down with fever, or any other dire 
complaint, on her wedding-day. 

" It is the weather, moat likely, and the amount of sew- 
ing youVe done these last few Weeks," said Aunt Barbara ; 
and Ethelyn suffered her to think so, though she herself 
had a far different theory with regard to that almost faint- 
ing-fit, which served as an excuse for her unusual pallor, 
and lier want of appetite, even for the flaky rolls, and the 
clelicious strawberries, anct thick, yellow cream which Aunt 
Barbara put before her. 

She was not hungry, she said, as she tnmed over the 
berries with her spoon, and pecked at the snowy rolls. 
By and by she might want somuthing, perhaps, and then 
Betty wonld make her a shce of toast to stay her stomach 
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till tlie late dinner they were to have on Aunt Van Buren's 
account, — that lady always professing to be greatly shocked 
at the early dinners in ChiCopee, and generally managing, 
during her visits there, to change entirely the ways and 
customs of Annt Barhara Bigelow's well-ordered house- 
hold. 

"I wish she w^ not comiEg, or anybody else. Getting 
married is a bore ! " Ethelyn exclaimed, while Aunt Barbara 
looked curioiisly at her vonderng fo thefi-sf tme il the 
girl's heoA^t were reallj th s mar age lu h tor eek 
had been agitating the fern n e port on of CI copee ai \ 
for which so great preparation had been made 

Wholly honest, aid tnthfil and sincere herselfi Au t 
Barbara seldom suspecte 1 w one ii otl r "mis vhe 
Ethelyn, one Apn! night, after ^ Ir vc a ou d tl e r a 1 
which encircles Poidunk Po d came to her an 1 d 1 
" Congratulate me aunt e I ■im to be Mr J 1 e Mi k 
ham," she had bole ed all was well and that a s ter 
Sophie Van Buren t Posto had so often a erre 1 the e 
was not, nor evei had t en a yth ng e us let e n 
dandyish Frank, Mra. Van Buren's only son, who part- 
ed his curly hair in the middle, and the high-spirited, 
impulsive Ethelyn, whose eyes shone hie stars as she told 
of her engagement, and whose hand was icy cold as she held 
it up in the lamp-light to show the farge diamond which 
flashed from the fourth finger as proof of what she said. 
The stono itself was a very fine one, but the setting was 
old, so old that a connoisseur in such matters might won- 
der why Judge Markham had chosen such a ring as the 
seal of hia betrothal. Ethelyn knew why, and the softest, 
kindliest feeling she had experienced for her promised hus- 
band was awakened when he told her of the fair young 
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sister whose pet-iiamo was Daisy, and who for many years 
tad slept on tlie western prairie beneath the liiosaonis whose 
name she bore. This young ^rl, loving God with all her 
heart and soul, loved, too, all the beaotiful things He bad 
mado, and rejoiced in them as so much given her to enjoy. 
Brought up in the far West, where the tastes of the people 
were then simpler than those of our eastern neighbors, it 
was strange, he said, how strong a passion she possessed for 
gems and precious stones, especially the diamond. To 
have for her own a ring like one she onee saw upon a grand 
Chic^o lady was her great ambition, and knowing this the 
brother carefully hoarded his earnings, antil enough was 
saved to buy the coveted ring, which he brought to his young 
sister on her fourteenth birthday. But death even then 
had cast its shadow around her, and the slender fingers 
soon grew too small for the ring, which she nevertheless kept 
constantly by her, admiring its brilliancy, and flashing it in 
the sunlight for the sake of the rainbow hues it gave. And 
when, at last, she lay dying in her brother's arms, with her 
golden head upon his breast, she had given back the ring, 
and said, " I am going, Richard, where there are far more 
beautiful things than this, 'for eye hath not seen, neither 
hath it entered into the heart of man, the things prepared 
for those who love Him,' and I do love Him, brother, and 
feel His arms around me now as sensibly as I feel yours. His 
will stay after yours are removed, and I am done with 
earth ; but keep the ring, brother Diclc, and when in ^fter 
years you love some pure young girl as well as you love 
me, only differently, — some girl who will prize such things, 
and is worthy of it, — give it to her, and tell herit was Daisy's ; 
tell her of me, and that I bade her love you as you deserve 
to be loved." 
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All this Eichard Markham had told to Ethclyii as they 
stood for a few minutes upon the heacn of the pond, with 
its waters breaking softly upon the sands at their feet, and 
the yoang spring moon shining down upon them like 
Daisy's eyes, as the brother described thcia when they last 
looked on him. There was a pieture of Daisy in their beat 
room at home, an oil-painting made by a travelling artist, 
Richard smd, and some day Ethelyn would see it, for she 
had promised to be his wife, and tlie engagement-ring, — 
Daisy's ring, — was on hev finger, sparlding in the moon- 
beams, just as it used to sparkle when the dead girl beld it 
in the light. It was a superb diamond. Even Frank, with 
all his fastidiousness, would admit that, Etbelyn thought, 
her mind more, alas I on Frank and his opinion than on 
what her lover was saying to bet of his believing that she 
was pure and good as Daisy eonld have desired, that Daisy 
woQld approve Ms choice, if she only knew, as perhaps she 
did. He could net help feeling that she was there with 
them, looting into their hearts, — that the silvery light rest- 
ing so calmly on the water was the halo of her invisible 
presence blessing their betrothal. This was a good deal for 
Eichard Markham to say, for he was not given to poetry, 
or sentiment, or imagery ; but Ethelyn's face and Ethelyn's 
eyes had played strange antics with the staid, matter-of- 
fact man of Western Iowa, and stirred his blood as it bad 
never been stirred before. He did fancy that his angel- 
sister was there ; but when he said so to Ethelyn, she 
started with a shiver, and asked to be diiven home, for she 
did not care to have even dead eyes looking into her heart, 
where the fires of passion were surging and swelling like 
some bidden volcano stru^ling to be free. 8ho knew 
she was doing wrong, — knew she was w}t the pure mMden 
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wliom Daisy would have chosen, — was not worthy to be 
the bride of Daisy's brother ; but she must do something 
or die, and aa she did not dare to die, she pledged her hand 
with no heart in it, and hushing the voice of conscience 
clamoring so loudly against what she was doing, walked 
baclr across the yellow sand, beneath the spring moonlight, 
to where the carriage waited, and, in comparative silence, 
was driven to Aunt Barbara's gate. 

This was the history of the ring, and here, as well as 
elsewhere, we may tell Ethelyn's history up to the time 
■when, on her bridal-day, she sat with Aunt Barbara at the 
breakfiist-table, idly playing with her spoon and occasion- 
ally sipping the fragrant coffee. The child of Annt Bar- 
bara's half-sister, she inherited none of the Bigelow estate 
which had come to the two daughters, Aunt Barbara and 
Aunt Sophia, from their mother's family. But the Bigelow 
blood of which Aunt Sophie Van Burea was so proud was 
in her veins, and so to this aunt she was an object of inter- 
est, and even value, though not enough to warrant that 
lady in taking her for her own when, sixteen years before 
our story opens, her mother, Mrs. Julia Bigelow Grant, had 
died. This task devolved on Aunt Barbara, whose great 
motherly heart opened at once to the little orphan who had 
never felt a mother's loss, so faithful and tru I d Aunt 
Barbara been to her trust. Partly because si ill n t 
wish to seem more selfish than her sister, and paitlj 1 n e 
she really hked the bright, handsome child nh m de 
Aunt Barbara's home so cheery, Mrs, Dr. Van Bu n f 
Boston indstcd upon superintending Ethelyn's du at n 
and so, when only twelve years of age, Ethelyn was taken 
from the old brick house under the elms, which Mrs. Dr. 
Van Buren of Ecston despised aa the "district school 
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where Toin, Dick, and Harry congregated," and trans- 
planted to the highly select and very expensive school 
taught hy Madame Hernandez, in plain sight of Beacon 
street and Boston Common, And so, as Etiielya increased 
in stature, she grew also in wisdom and knowledge, both of 
books aod manners, and the style of the great world around 
her. Mrs. Dr. Van Baren'a house was the resort both of 
the fashionable and literary people, with a sprinkling of the 
religious, for the great lady affected everything which could 
affect her interest. Naturally generous, her name was con- 
spicuons on all subscription-liats and charitable associations, 
while the lady herself owned a pew in Trinity Church, 
where she was a regular attendant together with her only 
son Frank, who was taught to kneel and respond in tlie 
right places and bow in the creed, and then after church 
required to give a synopsis of the sermon, hy way of prov- 
ing that his mind bad not been running off after the danc- 
ing-school he attended during t"he week, under his mother's 
watchful supervision. Mrs, Van Buren meant to be a 
model mother, and bring up her boy a model man, and so 
she gave him every possible advantage of boots and teach- 
ers, while far in the future floated the possibility that she 
might some day reign at the White House, not as the 
President's wife,— this could not be, she knew, for the man 
who had made her Mrs. Dr. Van Baren of Boston slept in 
the shadow of a very tall monument out at Mount Auburn, 
and the turf was growing fresh and green over his head. 
80 if she went to Washington, as she fondly hoped she 
might, it would be as the President's mother; but when 
examination after examination found Frank at the foot of 
his class, and teacher after teacher said he could not learn, 
she gave up the Pi-esidential chair, and contenting herself 
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■with a scat in Congress, asked tliat great pains should be 
taken to bring out the talent for debate and speech-making 
Tvhich she was sure Frank possessed ; but when even this 
failed, and nineteen times out of twenty Frank coald get no 
fei'ther than "My name is Norval, on the Grampian Hills," 
she yielded the M, C. too, and set herself to make him a 
gentleman, polished, refined, and cultivated, — one, in short, 
who was ail fait with all that feshionable society required ; 
and here she succeeded better. Frank was perfectly at 
home on the dancing-floor or in the saloons of gayety, or the 
establishment of afashionabletailor; so that when Ethelyn, 
at twelve, went down to Boston, she found her tall, slender, 
lighfr-liaired cousin of eighteen a perfect dandy, with a capa- 
bility and a disposition to criticise and laugh at whatever 
there was oi gauehene in her country manners and country 
dress. In some things the two were of mutufd benefit to each 
other. Etheiyn, who could conquer any lesson, however 
difficult, helped the thick-headed, indolent Frank in his 
studies, translating his hard passages in Virgil, working out 
his problems in mathematics, and even writing, or at least 
revising and correcting his compositions, while he in retura 
gave her lessons in etiquette as practised by the Boston 
girls, teaching her how to dance gracefully, so he would 
not be ashamed to introduce her as his cousin at the chil- 
dren's parties whicli they attended together. It was not 
strange that Frank Van Euren should admire a girl as bright 
and piquant and pretty as his cousin Ethelyn, but it was 
sti'ange that she should idolize him, hearing patiently with 
all bis criticisms, trying hard t-o please him, and feeling 
more than repaid for her exertions by a word of praise or 
commendation from her exacting teacher, wto, viewing her 
at first as a poor relation, was inclined to he exacting, if 
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1 his demands. But as time passed on 
all tbis was changed, and tlio well-doveloped givl of fifteen, 
whom so many noticed and admired, would no longer be 
patronised by the young man Franlc, who, finding himself 
in danger of being snubbed, as lie termed Ethelyn's grand 
■way of putting him down, suddenly awote to the fact that 
he loved Ids high-spirited cousin, and he told her so one 
hazy August day, when they were in Chicopee, and had 
wandered up to a ledge of rocks in the hucldeberry hills 
which overlooked the town. 

"They might as well make a sure thing of it," he said, 
in his ofl^-band way. " If she liked him aud ho liked her, 
they would clinch the bargain at once, even if they were so 
young." And so, when they went down the bill back to the 
shadow of the elm trees, where Mrs, Dr. Van Buren aat 
cooling herself and reading " Vanity Fair," there was a tiny 
ring on Ethelyn's finger, and she had pledged herself to bo 
Frank's wife some day in the future. 

Frank had promised to tell his mother, for Ethelyn 
would liave no concealment ; and so, holding up her hand 
and pointing to the ring, he said, more in jest than earnest, 

" Look, mother, Ftbie and I are engaged. If you have 
any objections, state them now, or ever after hold your 
peace." 

He did not think proper to explain either to his mother 
or Ethie that this was his second serious entanglement, and 
that the ring had been bought for a pretty milliner girl, at 
least six years his senior, whose acquaintance he bad made 
at Nabant the summer previous, and whom he had forgot- 
ten when he learned that to her taste his mother was in- 
debted for the stylish bonnet she sported every season. 
Frank generally bad some love afiair in hand,— it was a part 
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of his nature ; and as he was not. always carefii! in his 
choice, his mothei" had occtwioually felt a twinge of fear 
Jest, ^ter all her care, some terrible mesalliamx should be 
thrust upon her by her auaeeptihle son. So she listened 
graciously to the news of his betrothal, — nay, she was 
pleased with it, as, for the time being, it would divert his 
mind and keep hiai out of mischief. That he would even- 
tually marry Ethelyn was impossible, for liis bride must he 
rich; but Etheiyn answered the purpose now, and could 
easily be disposed of when necessary. 80 the scheming 
woman smiled, and said " it was not welt for cousins to 
marry; that even if it were, they were both too young to 
know their minds, and wouid do well to keep their engage- 
ment a secret for a time," and then returned to Becky 
Sharpe, while Frank went to sleep upon the lounge, and 
Ethelyn stole off up staii-s to dream over her happiness, 
which was as real to her as such a thing could well be to 
an impnlsive, womanly ^rl of fifteen summers. She, at 
least, was in earnest, and ae iime passed on Frank seemed to 
be in earnest too, and devoted himself wholly to Lis cousin, 
whose influence over bim was so great that he was fast be- 
combg what Aunt Barbara called a man, while his mother 
began again to have risions of a seat in Congress, and 
brilliant speeches, which would find their way to Boston and 
be read and admired in the circles in which she moved. 

And so the days and years wore on, until Frank was a 
man of twenty -four,— a third-rate practitioner, whose 
sign, " Frank Van Buren, Attomey-aHaw," &c, looked 
very fresh and respectable in front of the office on Wash- 
ington street, and Frank himself began to have thoughts 
of claiming Ethelyn's promise and having a home of his 
own. He would not live with his mother, he said ; it was 
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better for yoiitig people to be alone. From some things 
lie had discovered in his bride-elect, he had an uneasy feel- 
ing that possibly the brown of Ethelyn's eyes might not 
wholly harmonize with the gray of his mother's, " for 
Ethie was spunky as the old Nick," he ai^ed with him- 
self, while " for perversity and self-conceit his mother could 
not be beateu." It was better they should keep up two 
households, his mother seeing to both, and, if need be, 
supplying the wants of both. To do Frank justice, he had 
some very correct notions with regard to domestic happi- 
ness, and had he been poor and dependent upon his own 
exertions lie might have made an average husband; at least 
he would have gotten on well with Ethelyn, whose stronger 
nature would have upheld his, and been like a supporting 
prop to a feeble timber. As it was, he drew many pleas- 
ing pictures of the home which was to be his and Ethie's. 
Now it was in the city, near to his mother's, and Mra, Gen. 
Tophevie, his mother's intimate friend, whoso house was 
the open sesame to the cr^me de la mSme of Boston so- 
ciety ; but oftener it was n pose-embowered cottage, of easy 
access to the city, wheve he could have Ethie all to himself 
when his day's labor was over, and where the skies would 
not be brighter than Ethie's eyes as she welcomed him 
home at night, leaning over the gate in the pale buff mus- 
lin he liked so much, with the rosebuds in her hair. He 
had seen her thus so often in fancy, that the picture had 
become a reality, and refused to he erased at onco from the 
mental canvas, when, in January, Miss Nettie Hudson, niece 
to Mrs. General Tophevie, came from Philadelphia, and at 
once took prestige of everything on the strength of the 
one hundred thousand dollars of which she was sole 
heiress. The Hudson blood was a rakture of blacksmith's 
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and shoemaker's, and peddler's too, it was said ; but thai, 
was far bact in the past. The Hudsons of the present day 
scarcely knew whether peddler was spelled with two tf » 
or one. They bought their shoes at the most fashionable , 
shops, and could, if they chose, have their horses shod 
with gold, and so the handsome Nettie reigned supreme as 
belle. The moment Mrs. Dr. Tau Burcn saw her, she re- 
cf^ized her daughter-in-law, the future Mrs. Frank, and 
Ethie'e fate was sealed. There had been times when Mrs. 
Dr. Van Buren thought it possible that Ethelyn might, 
after all, be that most fevored of women, the wife of her 
son. These times were at Saratoga, and Newport, and 
Nahant, where Ethelyn Grant was greatly sought after, and 
where the proud woman took pride in talking of "my 
niece," hmting once, when Efchelyn's star was at its height, 
of a childish afaire du cwur between the young lady and 
her son, and insinuating that it might yet amount to some- 
thing. She changed her mind when Nettie came with her 
100,000 dollars, and showed a willingness to be admired 
by Frank. That cldldish affaire du ccezir was a very 
childish affair indeed : she never gave it a moment's 
thought herself, — she greatly doubted if Frank had ever 
been in earnest, and if Ethelyn had led him into an en- 
tanglement, she would not, of coarse, hold him to his 
promise if he wished to be released. He mast have a 
rich wife to support him in his refined tastes and luxurious 
habits, for her own fortune was not so great as many sup- 
posed. She might need it all herself, as she was far from 
being old ; and then again it was wicked for cousins to 
marry each other. It did not matter if the mothers were 
only half sisters ; there was the same blood in the veins- 
of each, and it would not do at all, even if Ethclyn's afiec- 
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tioEs were enlisted, vvhio,h Mrs. Van Biiren greatly 
doubted. 

This was what Mrs. Br. Van Biii'en said to Ettelyii, after 
a stormy interview with Fi'ant, who had at first sworn 
roundly that he would not give Ethie ap, then had thanked 
his mother not to meddle with his business, then bidden 
her " go to thunder," and finally, between a cry and a blub- 
ber, said he should always like Ethie best if he married a 
hundred Netties. This interview with Frank was in the 
morning, and the aft«moon ^raln had carried Mrs. Dr. Van 
Bui-en to Chicopee, where Ethelyn's glowing face fiashed a 
bright welcome when she came, but was white and pallid 
as the face of a corpse when the voluminous skirts of Mrs, 
Van Buren's poplin dress passed through the gate next 
day, and disappeared in the direction of the depot Aunt 
Barbara wm not at home, — she had gone to visit a Mend in 
Albany ; and so Etheljn met and fought with her pain 
alone, stifling it as best she could, and succeeding so well 
that Aunt Barbara, on her return, never suspected the 
fierce storm which Ethelyn had passed through during her 
absence, or dreamed how anxiously the young girl watch'ed 
and waited for some word from Frank which should say 
that he was ready to defy his mother and abide by his first 
promise. But no such letter came, and at last, when she 
could bear the suspense no longer, Ethelyn wrote herself to 
her recreant lover, asking if it were true that hereafter their 
lives lay apart from each other. If such was his wish, she 
was content, she SMd, and Frank Van Bnren, who could 
not detect the air of superb scorn which breathed in every 
line of that letter, felt a^rieved that " Ethie was taking it 
so easy," and relieved, too, that with her he should have 
no trouble, as he 1 ' 
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Nettie, and getting to like her too, for lier manner toward 
him was far more agreeable ttan Ethie's brusque way of 
manifesting her impatience at his lack of manliness. It 
was inexplicable how Btliie could care for oae so greatly 
her inferior, both mentally and physically, but it would 
seem that she loved him all the more for the very weakness 
which made her nature a necessity of his, and the bitterest 
pang she had ever felt came with the answer which Frank 
sent back to her letter, and which the reader has seen. 

It was all over now, settled, liaished, and two days after 
she hunted up Aunt Barbara's spectacles for her, and then 
sat very quietly while the good lady read Annt Sophie's 
letter, announcing Frank's engagement with Miss Nettie 
Hudson, of Philadelphia. Annt Barbara knew of Ethelyn's 
engagement with Frank, but like her sister, at the time of 
ita occun'ence, she had esteemed it mere child's play. 
Later, however, as she saw how they clung to each other, 
she had thought it possible that something might come of 
it, but as Ethelyn was wholly reticent on that subject, it 
had never been mentioned between them. When, how- 
ever, the news of Frank's second engagement came, Aunt 
Barbara looted over her spectacles straight at the ^rl, who, 
for any %\ga she gave, might have been a block of marble, 
so rigid was every muscle of her iace, and so even the tone 
of her voice, as she said, 

" I am glad Aunt Sophie is suited. Frank will be pleased 
with anything." 

" She does not care for him, and I am glad, for he is not 
half smart enough for her," was Aunt Barbara's mental 
comment, as she laid the letter by for a second reading, 
and then told her niece, as the last item of news, that old 
Colonel Markham's nephew had come, and they were 
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making a great ado over him, now that lie was Member of 
Congress, and a Judge too. They had asked the Howells 
and Grangers and Garters there to tea for the next day, she 
said, adding that she and Etheiyn were also invited. " They 
want to be polite to him," Aunt Barbara continued; "but 
for mj part, if I was he, I should not care much for polite- 
ness that comes so late. They never noticed his father 
when he was living, and didn't wear mourning when he 
died; and when this nephew was here, eight years ago, or 
such a matter, they acted as if they were ashamed of him. 
Bat titles make a difference. lie's an Monorable now, and 
the old Cofonej is mighty proud of him." 

Wbat Aunt Barbara had said was strictly true, for there 
had been a time when proud old Colonel Markh am ignored 
the brother's family living on the fer prairies of the West ; 
but when the eldest son, Richard, called for him, had be- 
come a growing man, as boys out West are apt to do, — ris- 
ing from Jiwlace of the Peace to a member of the State 
Legislature, then to a Judgeship, and finally to a seat in 
Congress, and aU before lie was thirty-two, — the Colonel's 
tactics changed, and a most cordial letter addressed to 
" My very dear nephew," and signed " Your affectionate 
uncle," was sent to Washington, urg^g a visit from the 
young man ere he returned to Iowa. 

And that was how Eichard Markbam, M.C., came to be 
in Chioopee at the precise time when Ethelyn's heart was 
bleeding at every pore, and she was i-eady to seize upon 
any new excitement which could divert it irom its pain. 
She remembered well the time when he had once before 
visited Chicopee. She was a little girl of ten, fleeing across 
the meadow-laud from a maddened cow, when a tall, ath- 
letic young man had come to her rescue, standing between 
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her and danger, helping her over tlie fence, picking np the 
apron full of apples whicL she had been purloining from 
the Colonel's orchard, and even pinning together a huge rent 
made in her dress by catching it upon a protruding splint 
as she sprang to the ground. She wastoo much frigbtened 
to Imow whether he had been wholly graceful in his en- 
deavors to serve her, and too thankfiil for her escape to 
think that possibly her torn dress was the result of his 
rather awkward handling. She remembered only the dark, 
handsome face which bent so near to hers, the brown, curly 
head actually bumping against her own, as he stooped to 
gather the stolen apples. She rememborod, too, the kindly 
voice which aaked if " her aunt would scold," while the 
large red hands pinned together the unsightly seam, and 
she liked the Westerner, aa the people of Chicopee called the 
stranger who had recently come among them. Frank was 
in Chicopee then, fishing on the river, when her mishap 
occurred ; and once after that, when walking with him, she 
had met Kichard Markham, who bowed modestly and 
passed on, never taking his hands from the pockets where 
they were planted so firmly, and never touching his hat, as 
Frank said a gentleman would have done 

"Isn't he handsome!" Ethel} n had asked, and Frank 
had answei'ed, " Looks well enough, though <mjbody with 
half an eye would know he was trom out West. His pants 
are a great deal too short ; and look at his coat, — at least 
three years behind the fashion ; and such a bat, with that 
rusty old band of crape around it. Wonder if be is in 
mourning for his grandmother. Oh my ! we boys would 
hoot him in Boston, He's what I call a gawky.," 

That settled it with Ethelyn. If Frank Van Buren, 
whose pants, and coats, and neck-ties, and hats, were ai- 
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eyes fixed cuiiousSy upon biiu, but never dreamed that she 
regarded him as a species of heathen, whom it would he a 
pions act to Christianiae. Eiohard rarely thought of him- 
self at all, or, if he did, it was with a feeling that he " was 
well enough;" that if his mother and "the neighbors" 
were satisfied with him, as he tiiew they were, lie ought to 
be satisfied with himself So he had no suspicion of the 
severe criticism passed upon him by the little girl who 
read the service so womauly, he thought, eating caraway 
and lozenges between times, and whose face he carried in 
memory back to his prmrie home. 

"■But he forgot her in the excitement which followed, 
when he began to grow rapidly, and we doubt if she had 
been in his mind for years, untU her name was mentioned 
by Mrs. Dr. Yan Burcn, who saw in him a most eli^ble 
match for her niece. He was well connected, — own nephew 
to Colonel Markham, and first cousin to Mrs. Senator 
Woodhull, of New York, who kept a suite of servants for 
herself and husband, and had the finest tum-oiit in the 
Park. Yea, he would do nicely for Ethelyn ; and by way 
of quieting her conscience, which kept whispering that she 
had not been altogether jnst to her niece, Mrs. Dr. Van 
Bnren packed her trunk and took the train for Chicopee 
the very day of Mrs. Colonel Markham's toa-party. 
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Eth I w g f, and she looked very pretty in her 
dark g n Ik w 1 the bit of soft, rich lace at tlie throat 
and th 1 t hb n in her hair. She was not dressed 

for eff t Sh d very little, in fact, what impression 

she m d uj a th W stern Judge, though she did wonder 
j^ aa Judp , h much improved from the young man 

whom Frank had called a "gawky." He was standing 
with his elbow upon the mantel, talking to Susie Granger, 
when Ethelyn entered Mrs. Marfcham's parlor; one foot 
was carelessly crossed over the other, so that only the toe 
of the boot touched the carpet, while his hand grasped his 
handkerchief rather awkwardly. He was not at ease with 
the ladies; he had never been very much accustomed to 
their society. He did not know what to say to them, and 
Susie's saucy black eyes and sprightly manner evidently 
embarrassed and abashed him. That vocabulary of small 
talk so prevalent in society, and a limited knowledge of 
which is rather necessary to one's getting on well with every- 
body, was unknown to him, and he was casting about for 
some way of escape from his companion, when Ethelyn 
was introduced, and his mind went back to the stolen ap- 
ples, and the torn dress which he had pinned together. 

Judge Markham was a tall, finely formed man, with deep 
hazel eyes, which coald be very stern or very soft just as 
his mood happened to be. But the chief attraction of his 
face was his smile, which changed his entire expression, 
making him very handsome, as Ethelyn thought, when ho 
stood for a moment holding her hand between both his 
broad palms, and chatting familiarly with her as with an 
old acquaintance. He could talk to her better than to 
Susie Granger, for Ethie, though neither very deep nor 
learned, was fond of books and tolerably well vereed in the 
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cnrrent literature of the day. Besides that, sKe had a 
faculty of seeming to know more than she really did ; and 
so the impression, left upon the Judge's mind, when the lif^ 
tie party was over and he was returning from escorting 
Ethelyn to her door, was that Mias Grant was far superior 
to any girl he had ever met since Daisy died, and like the 
Judge in Whittier's " Maud MuUer," he whistled snatches 
of an old love tune he had not whbtled in years, as he went 
slowly back to his ancle's, and thought strange thoughts 
for him, tlie grave old bachelor who had said he should 
never marry. He was not looking for a wife, aa rumor in- 
timated, but he dreamed of Ethelyn Grant that night, and 
called upon her the next day, and the next, until the villa- 
gers began to gossip, and Mrs. Dr. Van Bnren was in an 
ecstaey of delight, talking openly of the delightful time her 
niece would have in Washington the next winter, and pre- 
dicting for her a brilliant career as reigning belle, and even 
hinting the possibility of her taking a house so as to enter- 
tain her Boston friends. 

And Ethelyn herself had many and varied feelings on the 
subject, the strongest of which was a perverse desire to lot 
Frank know that she did not care, that her heart was not 
broken by his desertion, and that there were those who 
prized her even if he did not. She had criticised Judge 
Markham very severely. She had weighed him in the 
balance with Frank, and found him sadly wanting in all 
those little points which she considered as marks of culture 
and good breeding. He was not a ladies' man ; he was 
even worse than that, for be was sometimes positively rude 
and ungentlemanly, as she thought, when he would open a 
gate or a door and pass through it first himself instead of 
holding it deferentially for her, as Frank would have done. 
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He did not tnow how to swing his cane, or touch his hat, 
or even bow as Frank Van Biiren did ; while the cut of his 
coat wiK at least two years behind the times, and be did not 
seem to know it either. All these things Ethelyn wrote 
against him ; but the aeeoiint was more than balanced by 
the seat in Congress, the anticipated winter in Washing- 
ton, the great wealth he was said to possess, the high esti- 
mation in which she knew he was held, and the keen pang 
of disappointment from which she was suffering. This last 
really did the most to turn the scale in Richard's fctvor, for, 
like many a poor deluded girl, she feneied that marrying 
was the surest way to fot^t a past which it was not pleasant 
to remember. She respected Judge Markham highly, and 
knew that in everything pertw.ning to a noble manhood he 
was worth a dozen Franks, even if he never had been to danc- 
ing-school, and did not obsequiously pick ap the handker- 
chief which she purposely dropped to see what he would do. 
And so, when Aunt Sophie had gone back to the city, and 
Judge Markhaai was about to return to his Western home, 
she rode with him around the Pond, and when she came 
back the dead Daisy's ring was upon her finger, and she 
was a promised wife. A dozen times since then she had 
been tempted to write to Kichard Markham, asking to be 
released from her engagement ; for, bad as she has thus far 
appeared to the reader, there wore many noble traits in her 
character, and she shrank from wronging the man of whom 
she knew she was not worthy. But the deference paid her 
as Mrs. Judge Markham elect, the delight of Aunt Sophie, 
the approbation of Aunt Barbara, the letter of congratula- 
tion sent her by Mrs. Senator Woodhull, Richai'd's cousin, 
and more than all, Frank's discomfiture as evinced by the 
complaining note he sent her after her engagement was 
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announced, prevailed to koop her to her promise ; and 
the bridegroom, when he came in. June to claim her 
hand, little guessed how heavy was the heart of the 
young girl who so passively suffered hia caresses, but 
whoso lips never moved in response to the kiss he pressed 
upon them. 

She was very ahj, te thought, more so than when he 
saw her last ; but he loved her just as well, and never sus- 
pected that, when on the first evening of his arrival he sat 
with his arm around her, wondering a little what made her 
so silent, she was burning with mortification because the 
coat he wore was the very same which she had criticised 
last spring, hoping in her heart of hearts that long before 
he came to her again it might find its proper place, either 
in the sewing society or with some Jewish vendor of old 
clothes. Tet here it was again, and her head was resting 
against it, while her heart beat almi^t audibly, and her 
voice was even petulant in its tone as she answered her 
lover's questions. Ethelyn was malting a terrible mistake, 
and she knew it, and hated herself for her duplicity, and 
vaguely hoped that something would happen to save her 
from the fate she so much dreaded. But nothing did hap- 
pen, and it was now too late to r-etract The bridal trous- 
seau had been prepared under Mrs, Dr. Van Bnren's super- 
vision, the bridal guests had been hidden, the bridal tour 
had been planned, the bridegroom had arrived, and she 
would keep her word if she died in the attempt.- 

And so we find her on her bridal morning wishing no- 
body was coming, and denouncing getting married "a 
bore," while good Aunt Barbara looted at her in surprise, 
wondering if everything were right. In spite of her ill 
humor, she was very handsome that morning in her white 
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cambric wrapper, witli just a little color in her cheeks and 
her heavy hair pushed hack behind her ears and twisted 
under the silken net Ethelyn cared little for her looka, — 
at least aot then ; by and by she might, when it was time 
for Mrs. Dr. Van Buren to arrive with Frank and Nettie 
Hudson, whom she had never seen. She sbonld want, to 
look her very best then, but now it did not matter, even if 
hor bridegroom was distant not an eighth of a mile, and 
would in all probability be coming in ere long. She wished 
he would stay away, — she would rather not see him till night ; 
and she experienced a feeling of relief when, about nine 
o'clock, Mrs. Martham's maid brought her a little note, 
which read as follows : 

" Darling Ethie :— You must not think strange if I do 
not come to you this morning, for I am suffering from one 
of my blinding headaches, and can scarcely see to write 
you this. I stall be better by night. Yours, lovingly, 
BiCHARD Markhah. 

Ethelyn was sitting upon the piazza steps, arran^g a 
bouquet, when the note was brought to her; and as it was 
some trouble to put all the roses from her lap, she sent the 
girl for a pencil, and on the back of the note wrote 
hastily : 

" It does not matter, as you would only be in the way, 
and I have something of a headache too. E. Grant." 

" Take this to Judge Markham," she said to the girl, and' 
then resumed her bouquet-making, wondering if ever bride- 
elect were as wretched as herself, or if to any other maiden 
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of eighteen the world had ever iool 
dreary as it did to her this morning. 



[K^^OLONEL MAEKHAM'S carryall, which Jake, the 
p^^O hired man, had brushed up for the occasion, had 
I INy^K il gone over to West Chicopee aftfir the party from 
Boatoi), — Mrs. I>r. Van Buren, with Frank and his betrothed, 
Mias Nettie Hudson, from Philadelphia. Others had been 
invited from the city, but one after another tbeir regrets 
had come to Ethelyn, who would gladly have excused the 
entire set, Aunt Van Buren, Frank and all, though she con- 
fessed to herself* a great deal of curiosity with regard to 
Miss Nettle, whom she had never seen ; neither had she met 
Frank since the dissolution of their engagement, for thongh 
she had been in Boston, where most of her dresses were 
made, Mrs. Dr. Van Bnren had wisely arranged that Frank 
should be absent from home. She was not willing to risk 
a meeting between him and Ethelyn until matters were too 
well adjusted to admit of a change, for Frank had more 
than once shown signs of rebellion. He was in a more 
quiescent state now, having made up his mind that what 
could not be cured must be endured ■, and as he had not 
sensibility enough to feel very keenly the awkwardness of 
meeting Ethelyn nnder present circumstances, and as Miss 
Nettie was really very fond of him, and he, after a foshion, 
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was fond of liei', hewaa in the best of spirits when he stop- 
ped from the train at West Chicopoe and banded his 
mother and Nettie into the spacious carryall, of which he 
made fun as a country aii, while they rode slowly toward 
Aunt Barbara Bigelow's. 

Everything was in readiness for them. The lai^ north 
chamber was aired, and swept, and dusted, and only little 
barsof light came through the closed shutters, and the room 
looked very cool and nice with its fresh muslin curtains 
looped back with blue, its carpet of the same cool shade, 
its pretty chestnut fiimiture, its snow-bant of a bed, and the 
tasteful bouquets which Ethelyn had arranged,— Ethelyn, 
who iiDgered longei m. this room than the other one across 
the hall, the bridal chamber, where the ribbons which held 
the curtains iiere white, and the polished marble of the 
buieiu and wa^hstanl seut a shiver through her veins 
wheneier she lookpd m there. She was in her own cozy 
chambei now, and the silken haii", which in the early 
morning had been twisted under her net, was bound in 
heavy braids about her head, while a pearl comb held it in 
its place, and a half-opened rose was fastened just behind 
her ear. She had hesitated in her choice of a dress, vacilla- 
ting between a pale buff, which Frank had dways admired, 
and a delicate blue mushn, in which Judge Markbam had 
once said she looked so pretty. The blue had won the day, 
for Ethelyn felt that she owed some concession to the man 
whose kind note she had treated so cavalierly that morning, 
and so she wore the blue for him, feeling glad of the feint, 
sick feeling which kept the blood from rushing too hotly to 
her fece, and made her paler and fw^r than her wont. She 
knew she was very handsome when her toilet was made, 
and that was one secret of the assurance with which she 
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went forward to meet Nettie Hudson wlieii at last the 
carryall stopped before the gate. 

Mrs. Dr. Van Buren was tired, and hot, and dusty, and 
as she was always a little cross when in thia condition, she 
merely kissed Ethelyn once, and, shaking hands with 
Aunt Barbara, went directly to tlie north chamber, asking 
that a cup of tea might be made for her dinner instead of 
the coffee, whose fragrant odor met her olfactories as she 
stepped into the house. First, however, she introduced 
Miss Nettie, who, a&ei glancing at Ethelyn, turned her 
eyes wonderingly upon Frank, thinking hb greeting of 
his cousin rather more demonstrative than was exactly be- 
coming, even if they were consins, and had been, as Mrs, 
Dr. Van Buren affirmed, just like brother and sister. 
That was no reason why Frank should have wound his 
arm around her waist, and kept it there, while he kissed 
her twice, and brought such a bright color to her cheeks. 
Miss Nettie cared just enough for Frank Van Buren to be 
jealons of him. She wanted all his attentions herself, and 
so the little blonde wsin in something of a pet as she fol- 
lowed on into the house, and twisted her hat-strings into a 
hard knot, which Frank had to disentangle for her, just as he 
had to kiss away the wrinkle which had gathered on her 
forehead. She was a beautiful little creature, with a plead- 
ing, helpless look in her large blue eyes which seemed to 
be saying, " Look at me ; speak to me, won't you ! — notice 
me a little." 

She was just the one to be made a tool of; and Etiielyn 
readily saw that she had been as clay in Mrs. Van Buren's 
skilfal hands. 

" Pretty, but decidedly a nonentity and a baby," was 
Ethelyn's mental comment, and she felt e 
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contempt for Frank, who, after loviEg and leaning on her, 
could so easily turn to weak little Nettie Hadson. 

At the sight of Frank, and the sound of his voice, she 
had felt all the olden feeling rushing back to her heart ; hut 
when, after Nettie had followed Mrs. Van Bnren to her 
chamber, and she stood for a moment alone with him, he 
felt constrained to eay something, and stammered out, 
"It's deuced mean, Ethie, to serve yon ao, and mother 
ought to be indicted. I hope you don't care much," all 
her pride and womanliness was roused, and she answered 
promptly, " Of course I don't care ; do you think I would 
many Judge Markham if I were not ail over that childish 
affair 3 You have not seen him yet. He is a splendid 

Ethelyn felt better after paying this tribute to Eichard 
Mai'kham, and ahc liked him better, too, now that she had 
spoken for him, but Frank's reply, " Yes, mother told me 
so.bnt said there was a good deal of youi Westernism about 
him yet," jari'ed on her feelings as she plucked the rosea 
growing at the end of the piazza and crushed them, thorns 
and all, in her hands, feeling the smart less than the dull, 
heavy throbbing at her heart, Frank did not seem to her 
just as he used to ; he was the same polished dandy as of 
old, and just as careful to perform every little act of gal- 
lantry, but the something lacking which she had always 
felt to a certain extent was more perceptible now, and to 
herself she accused hira of having degenerated since he 
had passed from her influence. She never dreamed 
of charging it to her interviews with Judge Markham, 
whose topics of conversation were so widely different from 
Frank's. She was not generous enough then to concede 
anything in his favor, though she felt glad that Frank was 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



THB VAN BURBN SET. 41 

not quite the same he had been, — it would mate the even- 
ing trial before her easier to hear ; and Ethelyn's eyes were 
brighter and her suiiles more frequent as she sat down to 
dinner and answered Mrs. Van Buren's question, " Where 
is the Judge that he does not dine with us !" 

" Sick, is he ? " Mrs. Van Buren said when told of his 
headache, while Frank remarked, "Sick of his bargain, 
maybe," laughing loudly at his own joke, while the others 
laughed in unison ; and so the dinner passed off without 
that atifliiess which Ethelyn had so much dreaded. 

After it was over, Mrs. Dr. Van Buren felt better, and 
began to talk of the " Judge," and to ask if Etholyn knew 
whether they would hoard or keep house in Washington 
the coming winter? Ethelyn did not know. She had 
never mentioned Washington to Richard Markham, and he 
had never guessed how much that prospective season at the 
Capita] had to do with her decision. That it would be 
hers to enjoy she had no shadow of doubt, but as she felt 
then she did not particularly care to keep up a household 
for the sake of ontertaiuiifg her aunt, and posisibly Frank 
and wife, so she replied that she presumed " they should 
board, as it would be the short session, — if he was re-elected 
they might consider the house." 

" There may be a still higher honor in store for him 
than a re-election," Mrs, Van Buren said, and then she pro- 
ceeded to speak of a letter which she had received from a 
lady in Camden, who had onee lived in Boston, and who 
had written congratulating her old friend upon her niece's 
good fortune. " There was no young man more popular 
in that section of the country than Judge Markham," she 
said, " and there had been talk of nominating him for 
Governor. Some, however, thought him too young, and 
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so they were wailing for a few years, wlien be would un- 
doubtedly be elected to tbe bigbost office in tbe State." 

Tbis piece of intelligence bad greatly increased Mrs. Van 
Buren'a respect for tbe lady-elect of Iowa's ftiture Governor, 
and sbe gave the item of news \vith a great deal of satisfac- 
tion, but did not te!l that her correspondent had a^ded, 
" It is a pity, though, that he does not know more of the 
usages of good society. Ethelyn is so refined and si 
that she will be often shocked, no doubt, with the n 
of her husband and his family." 

This clause had troubled Mrs. Dr. Van Buren. She 
liked Ethelyn, and now that she was oat of Frank's way 
she liked her very much, and would do a good deal to serve 
her. She did not wish her to be unhappy, as she feared 
she might be, from sundry rumors which had reached her 
concerning that home out West, whither she was going. 
So, when, after dinner, tbey were alone for a few moments, 
she endeavored to impress upon her niece the importance 
of having an establishment of her own as soon as possible. 

"It was not well for sons' wives to live with the 
mother," she said. " She did not mean that Nettie 
should live with her; and Ethelyn should at once insist 
upon a separate home ; then, if she should see any little 
thing in her husband's manners which needed correcting, 
she could do it so much better away from his mother. I 
do not say that there is anything wrong in his manners," 
she continued, as she saw how painfully red Ethelyn was 
getting, " but it is quite naturid there should be, living 
where he does, Tou cannot expect prairie people to be 
as refined aa Bostonians arc ; but you must polish him, 
dear. You know how ; you have had Frank for a model 
so long ; and even if he does not improve, people overlook 
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a gi'cat deal in 3 member of Congress, and will overlook 
more in a Governor, so don't feel badly, darling," and 
Mrs. Vao Bnren kissed the poor girt before whom all 
the dreary loneline^ of tlie future had arisen like a 
mountain, and whose heart even at that late hour would 
have drawn back if possible. 

But when, by way of soothing her, Mrs. Van Buren 
talked of the winter in Washington, and tbe honors which 
would always be accorded to her as the wife of an M.C., 
and then dwelt upon the possibility of her one day writ- 
iiig herself the Governor's lady, Ethelyn's girlish ambition 
was roused, and her vanity flattered, so that the chances 
were that even Frank would have been put aside for the 
future greatness, had he been offered to her then. 

It was five o'clock in the afternoon, nearly time for the 
bridal toilet to commence, and Mrs. Van Buren began to 
wonder " why the Judge had not appeared." He was bet- 
ter of his headache and up and around, the maid had 
reported when at four she brought over the remainder 
of Mrs. Colonel Markham's silver, which had not been sent 
in the morning, and then went hack for extra napkins. 
There was no need to tel! Ethelyn that " he was up and 
around," for she had known it ever since a certain shutter 
had been opened, and a man in his shirtsleeves had ap- 
peared before the window and thrown water from the 
wash-bowl upon the lilac bushes below. Ethelyn knew 
very well that old Mrs. Markham's servants were spoiled, 
that her domestic arrangements were not of the best kind, 
and that probably there was no receptacle for the dirty 
water except the ground ; but she did not consider this, 
or reflect that aside from all other considerations the act 
was wholly like a man ; she only thought it like Mm, 
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Jadge Markham, and feelings of shame and mortification, 
such, as no woman likes to entertain with regard to her hus- 
band, began to rise and swell in her heart. In the excitement 
of her toilet, however, she forgot everything, even the cere- 
mony for which she was dressing, and which came to her 
with a shiver when a bridesmmd annoimced that Colonel 
Markham's carriage had just left his yard with a gentleman 
ill it. 

Judge Markham was on his way to his biidal. 



CIIAPTEE IIT. 



{DtJL'u||E preferred to be called Kichard by his friends and 
K^M Ml Mdikham by stianifert., — not that he was 
i Wtniffo. II 'sensible tj the prcsbge which the title ot Jadge 
Lr TI u ^ue him, but he was a plain mittei ot fact man, 
who had not been lifted ofi frftn his balance, or grown 
dizzj by the lapility with which ho had ii''en in public 
fen or At h mo he wis simply Bid to hi" three bmly 
brothers, who were so pioud and fond of him, while his 
practical, unpretending mother called him Eichaid, feehng, 
however, ttiat it was very propei tor th« neighbors to give 
him tbe title of Judge. Of Mi-s. Markham we shall have 
occasion to speak hereafter, so now we will only say 
that she saw no fault in her ^fted son, and she was ready 
to do battle with any one who should suggest the existenee 
of a fauH. Richard's wishes had never been thwarted, 
but rather deferred to by the entire family, and, as 
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a iifttural consequence, he had come to helieve that his 
habits and opinions were as nearly correct as they well 
could be. He had never mingled much in society, — he was 
not fond of it ; and the " qniltdng bees," and " sngar pulls," 
and " apple parings," which had prevailed in his neighbor- 
hood, were not at all to his taste. He greatly preferred hia 
books to the gayest of frolics, and thus he eai'ly earned for 
himself the nohriquet of " the old bachelor who hated 
girla ; " all but Abigail Jones, whose black eyes and bright 
red cheeks had proved too much for the grave, sober Rich- 
ard. His first aet of gallantry was performed for her, and 
even after ho grew to be Judge his former companions 
never wearied of telling how, on the occasion of his first 
going home with the fair Abigail Jones from spelling school, 
he had kept at a respectful distance from her, and when the 
light from her father's window heeame visible he remarked 
that " he guessed she would not be afraid to go the rest of 
the way alone," and abruptly bidding her good night, ran 
back as fast as he could run. Whether this story were true 
or not, he was very shy of the girls, though the dark-eyed 
■ Abigail exerted over him so strong an influence that, at 
the early age of twenty, he had asked her to be his wife, 
and she had answered yea, while his mother sanctioned 
the match, for she had known the Joneses in Vermont, 
and knew them for honest, thrifty people, whose daughter 
would make a faithful, economical wife for any man. But 
death came to separate the lovers, and Abigail's cheeks 
grew redder still, and her eyes were strangely bright as the 
fever burned in her veins, until at last, when the Indian sum- 
mer sun was shining down upon the prsuries, they buried 
her one day beneath the late autumn flowers, and the almost 
boy-widower wore upon his hat the band of crape which 
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EtHelyn remembered as looking so rusty wlieii the year 
following he came to Chicopee. Richard Markham be- 
lieved that he had loved Abigail truly when she died, but 
he knew now that she was not the one he would have 
chosen in hia mature manhood. She was suitable for him, 
perhaps, as he was when he lost her, but not fta he was 
now, and it was long since he had ceased to visit her grave, 
or think of her with the feelings of sad regret which wsed 
to come over him when, at night, he lay awake listening to 
the moaning of the wind as it swept over the prairies, or 
watching the glittering stars, and wondering if she had 
found a home beyond them with Daisy, his only sister. 
There was nothing fejse about Richard Markham, and 
when he stood with Ethelyn upon the shore of Pordunk 
Pond, and jeked her to be his wife, he told her of Abigail 
Jones, who had been two years older than himself, and to 
whom he was once engaged. 

" But I did not give her Daisy's ring," he said ; and he 
spoke veryreverently as he continued: "Abigail was a good, 
sensible girl, and even if she hears what I am saying she 
will pardon me when I tell yon that it did not seem to me 
that diamonds were befitting such as she ; Daisy, I am 
sure, had a different kind of person in view when she made 
me keep the ring for the maiden who would prize such 
things, and who was worthy of it. Abigail was worthy, 
but there was not a fitness in giving it to her, neither would 
she have prized it ; bo I kept it in its little box with a curl 
of Daisy's hair. Had she become my wife, I might even- 
tually have given it to her, but she died, and it was well. 
She would not have satisfied me now, and I should " 

He was going to add, "should not have been what I 
am," but tliat would have savored too much of pride and 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



47 

possibly of disrespect for the dead ; so Lo checked himself, 
and while hia rare, pleasant smile hroke all over his beam- 
ing face, and his hazel eyes grew soft and tender in their 
expression, he said : " Yoa, EtheljTi, seem to me the one 
Daisy would have chosen for a sister. You are quiet, and 
geutle, and pure like her, and I am glad of the Providence 
which led me to Chicopee. They said I was looking for 
a vrife, but I had no such idea. I never thought to marry 
until I met yon that aftemoou when you wore the pretty 
delaine, with the red ribbon in your hair. Do yon remem- 
ber it, Ethelyii?" 

Ethelyn did not answer him at once. She was looking 
tar off upon the wter, where the moonlight lay sleeping, 
and revolving in her mind the expediency of being equally 
truthful with her future husband, and saying to him, " I, 
too, have loved, and been promised to another," She knew 
she ought to tell him this, and she would, perhaps, have 
done so, for Ethie meant to he honest, and her heart was 
touched and softened by Richard's tender love for his 
sister ; but when he was so unfortunate as to call the green 
silk which Madame Beaumont, in Boston, had made, a 
pretty delaine, and her scarlet velvet band a " red ribbon," 
her heart hardened, and her secret remained untold, while 
her proud lip half curled in scorn at the thought of Abigml 
Jones, who once stood perhaps as she was standing, with 
her hand on Richard Markham's and the kiss of betrothal 
wet upon her forehead. Ahl Ethie, there was this differ- 
ence : Abigail had kissed her lover back, and Iiev great, 
black eyes had looked strmgbt into hia with an eager, 
blissful joy, as she promised to be his wife, and when he 
wound his arm around her, she had leaned ap to the bash- 
ful youth, encouraging his caresses, while you gave back no 
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answering earess, and nhaok lightly off the arm laid across 
your neck. Poasibly Kiohard thought of the difference, 
but if he did he imputed Ethelyn'a cold passiyeueas to her 
modest retiring nature, so different from Abigail's, It 
was hardly fair to compare the two girls, they were ao 
wholly unlike ; for Abigail had heen a plain, simple-hearted, 
buxom, country girl, whose world was all contained within 
the limits of the neighborhood where she lived, while 
Ethie was a high-spirited, petted, impulsive creature, know- 
ing but little of such people as Abigail Jones, and wholly 
unfitted to cope with any world outside that to which she 
had been accaatomod. But love is blind, and so was 
Bichard ; for with his whole heart he did love Ethelyn 
Grant, and, notwithstanding his habits of thirty years, she 
could then have moulded him to her will, had she tried, by 
the simple process of love. But alas ! there was no answer- 
ing throb in her heart when she felt the touch of his hand 
or his breath upon her cheek. She was only conscious of 
a desire to avoid his caress, if possible, while, as the days 
went by, she felt a gi'owing disgust for " Atigail Jones," 
whose family, she gathered from her loper, lived near to and 
were quite fomiliar with his mother. 

In happy ignorance of her real feelings, so well did she 
dissemble them, and so proper and ladylike was her deport- 
ment, Richard bade her good-by early in May and went back 
to his Western home, writing to her often, but not such 
letters, it must be confessed, as were calculated to win a 
maiden's heart, or keep it after it was won. If he was 
awkward at love-making and only allowed himself to be 
occasionally surprised into flashes of tenderness, he was 
still more awkward in letter-writing ; and Ethelyn always 
indulged in a headache or in a fit of the blues after receir- 
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ing one of his short, practical letters, whicli gave but little 
sign of tte strong, deep affection he cherished for lier. 
Xliose wei'e hard days for Etheljn, — the days which inter- 
vened between her lover's bidding her adieu and his return 
to claim her hand, — and only her deeply wottuded pride, 
and her groat desire for a change of scene and a winter in 
Washington kept her from asMng a release from the en- 
gagement she knew never ought to have been, Thei'e was 
some gratification in knowing that she was an object of 
envy to Susie Graham and Anna Thome and Carrie Bell, 
either of whom would gladly have taken her place as bride- 
elect of an M.C, while proud old Colonel Markham'a fre- 
quent mention of " my nephew in Congress, ahem I " and 
Mrs. Dr. Van Baren's constant exultation over the " splendid 
mat-eh," helped to keep up the glamour of escitement, so 
that her promise had never been revoked, and now he was 
there to claim it. He had not gone at once to Miss 
Bigelow'a on his arrival in Chicopee, for the day was hot 
and sultry, and he was very tired with his forty-eight hours' 
constaot travel ; and so he had rested a while in his cham- 
ber, which looked toward Ethelyn's, and then sat upon the 
piazza with his uncle till the heat of the day was past, 
and the round red moon was showing itself above the 
eastern hills as the sun disappeared in the west. Then, in 
his new linen coat, cut and made by Mrs. Jones, mother 
to Abigail deceased, he had started for the dwelling of his 
betrothed. Ethelyn had seen him as he came from the 
depot in Colonel Markhani's carriage, and her cheek had . 
crimsoned and then grown pale at sight of the ancient- 
looking hair trunk swinging behind the carriage, all uncon- 
scious of the indignation it was exciting, or of the vast dif- 
ference between itself and the two huge Saratoga trunks 
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standing in Aunt Barbara Bigclow's upper hall, and looting 
so clean and nice in their fresh coverings. I'oor Ethelyn I 
TJiat hair trunk, which had done its owner such good ser- 
vice in hiB journeys to and from Waahiugton, and which 
the mother had packed with so much care, never dreaming 
how very, very fer it was "behind the times, brought the hot 
blood in torrents to her face, and made the white hands 
clasp each other spasmodically, as she thought, "Had I 
known of that hair truni, I would certainly have told him 

Even Abigail Jones faded into insignificance before this 
indignity, and it was long before Ethelyn could recover her 
composure or herpnlse resume its regular beat. She was in 
no haste to see him ; but such is the inconsistency of per- 
verse girlhood that, because he delayed his coming, she felt 
annoyed and piqued, and was half tempted to have a head- 
ache and go to bed, and not see him at all. But he was com- 
ing at last, linen coat and all ; and Susie Graham, who had 
stopped for a moment by the gate to speak with Etlielyn, 
pronounced him "a munificent looting fellow," and swd 
to Ethelyn, " I should think yon would feel so proud." 

Susie did not observe the linen coat, and, if she had, she 
woidd have thought it a very sensible an-angemeut for a day 
when the thermometer stood ninety-five degrees in the 
shade ; but Susie was not Boston-finished. She had been 
educated at Mount Holyote, which made a difference, 
Ethelyn thought. Still, Susie's comment did much to- 
wards reconciling her to the linen coat ; and as Richard 
Markham came up the street, she did feel a thrill of pride 
and even pleasure, for he had a splendid figure and canled 
himself like a prince, while his fine face beamed all over 
with that joyous, happy expression which comea only from 
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a Mnd, true heart, as lie drew near the house and caught 
the flutter of a white robe through the open door. Ethelyn 
was very pretty, in her cool, cambric dress, with a bunch 
of sweet English violets in her hair; and at sight of her, 
the man usually so grave, and quiet, and undemonstrative 
with those of the opposite sex, felt all liis reserve give way, 
and there was a world of tenderness in his voice and a misty 
loot in his eye as he bent over her, giving her the second 
kiaa he had ever given to her, and asking, " How is my 
darling to-night ! " 

She did not tate his arm from her neck this time ; he 
had a right to keep it there, and she suffered the caress, 
feeling no greater inconvenience than that his big hand 
was very warm and pressed a little too hard upon her 
shoulder. He spoke to her of the eiTand on which 
he had come, and the great, warm hand pressed more 
heavily as he said, " It seems to me a dream that in a few 
days you will be my own Ethie, my wife, from whom I 
need not be parted;" and then he spoke of his mother 
and his three brothers, James and John and Anderson, or 
Andy, as be was called. Each of these had sent kindly mes- 
sages to Richard's bride, the mother saying she should be 
glad to have a daughter in her home, and the three brothers 
prombing to love their new sister so much as to make old 
Dick jealous, if possible. These messages " old Dick " 
delivered; but he wisely refrained from telHng how his 
mother feared he had not chosen wisely, — that a young lady 
with Boston notions iras not the wife to make a Western 
man very happy. Neither did he tell her of an interview 
had with Mrs. Jones, who had always evinced a motherly 
care over him since her daughter's death, and to whom he 
had dutifully communicated the news of his intended 
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marriage. It was uot what Mrs. Jonos had expected. SHe 
had watched Kichai'd's npwai-d progress with all the pride 
of a mother-in-law, lamenting oftea tu Mrs. Mai'tham that 
poor Abigail could not have lived to share his greatness ; 
and during the term of his judgeship, when he stayed 
mostly in Camden, the county seat, she had, on the occa- 
Mon of her going to towu with butter and e^s and chick- 
ens, taken a mournful pleasure in perambulating the streets 
and selecting the house where Abigail might perhaps have 
resided, and where she could have had her cup of young 
byson after the fatigue of the day, instead of eating her dry 
lunch of cheese and fried cakes in the rather comfortless dp- 
pot while waiting for the train. Eichard's long-continued 
bachelorhood had given her peculiar pleasure, inasmuch as it 
betokened a continual remembrance of lier daughter ; and as 
beryoungestcbiid, the blooming Mellnda, who was as like the 
departed Abigail as sisters ever ai-e to each other, ripened 
into womanhood, and the grave Richard spoke oftener to 
her than to the other maidens of the village, she began to 
speculate upon what might possibly be, and refused the 
loan of her brass kettle to the neighbor whose husband did 
not vote for Eichard when he ran for member of Congi'ess. 
Melinda, too, had her little ambitions, her silent hopes and 
aspirations, and even her vague longings for a winter m 
Washington. As tbe Markham house and the Jones bouse 
were distant from each other only half a mile, she was a 
frequent visitor of Richard's mother, always assisting when 
there was more work than usual on hand, and on the occa- 
sion of Richard's first going to Washington she had ironed 
his shirts and packed them in the hair trunk which had 
called forth Etheiyn's ire. Though she did not remember 
much about " Abby," she knew that, bad she lived, Richard 
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would have been her brother; and for some reason he soemed 
to her just lite one now, she said to Mrs. Marltham, as she 
hemmed his pocket liandterchiefs and worfeed his initials 
in the comer with pink floss. Many times during Richard's 
absence she visited Mrs. Markham, inquiring always after 
"the Judge," and making herself so agreeable and useful, 
too, in clear-starching and doing np Mrs. Martham's caps, and 
in giving receipts for sundry new and economical dishes, that 
the good woman herself sometimes wondered if Eichard 
could do better than take the black-eyed Melinda ; and 
when he told her of Etheljn Grant, she experienced a feel- 
ing of disappointment and regret, doubting much if a Eos- 
ton gir!, with Boston notions, would make her as happy as 
the plainer Melinda, who knew all her ways. Something 
of this she said to her son, omitting, of course, tbat por- 
tion of her thoughts which referred to Melinda. With 
Mrs. Jones, however, it was different. In her surprise and 
disappointment she let fall some remarks which opened 
Richard's eyes a little, and made him look at her half 
amused and half sorry, as she " hoped the new bride would 
not have many airs, and would put up with his mother's 

" You'll excuse me, Richard, for speaking so plain, but 
you seem like my own boy, and I can't help it. Your 
mother is the best and cleverest woman in the world, but 
she has some peculiarities which a Boston girl may not 

put np with, not being used to them as Melin 1 mean, 

as poor Abigail was." 

It was the first time it had occurred to Richard that 
his mother had peculiarities, and even now he did not 
know what tliey were. Taking her all in ail, she was as 
nearly perfect, he thought, as a woman well could be, and 
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on his way home from Ms iiiterviuw with Mrs. Jones he pon- 
dered ill his mind what she coald mean, and then wonder- 
ed if for the asking he could have taken Melinda, Jones to 
the fireside where he was going to install Ethelyn Grant. 
There was a comical smile about his mouth as ho thought 
how hlttic either Melinda or Abigail would suit him now ; 
ind then, by way of making amends for what seemed dis- 
lespect to the dead, lie went round to the sunken grave 
whore Abigail had slept for so many yeai-s, and stood 
again just where he had stood that day when ho fancied the 
light from his heart had gone out forever. But he could 
not bima back the olden feeling, or wish that Abigtul had 
hied 

"Sbe IS hippy now,— happier than I eould have made 
her. It is better as it is," he said, as he walked away 
to Daisy's grave, where his tears dropped just as they 
always did when he stood by the sod which covered the 
fairest, brightest, purest being he had ever known, except 
his Ethie. 

She was just as pure and gentle and good as bine-eyed 
Daisy bad been, and on the manly face turned 80 wistfully 
%o the eastward there was a world of love and tender- 
ness for the Ethie who, alas! did not deserve it then, 
and to whom a few weeks later he gave his mother's kind- 
ly message. Then, remembering what Mrs. Jones had said, 
lie felt in duty bound to add: 

"Mother has some peculiarities, I believe, — most old 
people have; but I trast to your good sense to humor 
them as much aa possible. She has had her own way a 
long time ; and though you will virtually be mistress of the 
house, inasmuch as it belongs to me, it will be better for 
mother to take the lead, as heretofore." 
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There was a curl on Ethelyn's lip aa she received her 
first lesson with regard to her behavior as daughter-in-law ; 
bat she made no reply, not even to ask what the pecu- 
liarities were which she was to humor. She really did 
not care what they were, as she fully intended having 
an establishment of her own in the thriving vill^e, just 
half a mile from her husband's home. She should proba- 
bly spend a few weeks with Mrs, Markham senior, who 
shy fancied was a tall, stately woman, wearing heavy black 
silk drosses and thread-lace caps on great occasions, and 
having always on hand some fine laiab's-wool knitting 
work when she sat in the parlor where Daisy's picture 
hung. Ethelyn could not tell why it was that she always 
saw Richard's mother thus, unless it were what Mi's. Col. 
Markham once said with regard to her Western sister-in- 
law, who had sent to Boston for a black silk which cost 
three dollars per yard, — a great price for those days, — and 
for two yards of handsome thread-lace, which she, the 
Mrs, Colonel, had rnn all over the city to get, " John's 
wife was' so particular to have it just the pattern and 
width she described in her letter." 

This was P.ichard's mother as Ethelyn saw her, while the 
house on the prairie presented a very respectable appearance 
to her mind's eye, being large and iashioned something after 
the new house across the Common, which had a bay win- 
dow at the side, and a kind of cupola on the roof. It 
would be quite possible to spend a few weeks comfortably 
there, especially as she would have the Washington gaye- 
tiea in prospect ; but in the spring, when, after a winter 
of dissipation she returned to the prairies, she should go 
to her own home, either in OIney or Camden; the latter, 
s Richard could as well live there as elsewhere. 
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This was Elihelyn's plan, but aim kept it to lieiaelf, and 
clianging the conversation from Eichard's mother and btr 
peculiarities, she talked instead of the places thej were to 
visit, — Quebec, and Montreal, the seaside and the moun- 
tains, and lastly that great Babel of fashion, Siratogi, fci 
which place several of her dresses had been oApiessly made 

Ethelyn had planned this trip herselt, and Richard, 
though knowing bow awfnlly he should be bored before the 
r was over, had assented to all fhit she proposed, 
' hoping the while that the last dajs of August 
would find him safe at home in Olney amou^ his books, 
his horses, and his farming pursuits. He was \ery tiied 
that night, and he did not tarry longer than fen, though a 
word from Ethelyn would have kept him for hours it her 
side, so intoxicated was he with her be'iuty, and s<) quiet 
and happy Le felt with her ; but the word w is not spoken, 
and he left her standing on the piaaza, where he could see 
the gleaming of her white robes when he looked back, as 
he more than once did ere reaching his uncle's door. 

The next three days passed rapidly, bringing at last the 
eventful one for which all others wore made, it seemed to 
him, as he looked out upon the early, dewy morning, 
thinking how pleasant it was there in that quiet New 
England town, and trying to fight back the unwelcome 
headache which finally drove him to his bed, from which 
be wrote the little note to Ethelyn, who might think 
strange at his non-appearance, when he had been accus- 
tomed to go to her immediately after breatfeat. He never 
dreamed of the relief it was to her not to have him come, 
as he lay flushed and heated upon his pillow, the veins 
upon his forehead swelling with their pressure of hot 
blood, and his ear strained to catch the first sonnd of the 
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servant's returning steps. Ethelyn would cither come lier- 
self to see him, or send some cheering message, he was 
sure. How, then, was he disappointed to find his own note 
returned, with the assurance that " it did not matter, as he 
would only be in the way." 

Several times he read it over, trying to extract some 
comfort from it, and finding it at last in the fact that 
Ethelyn had a headache too. This was the reason for her 
seeming indifference ; and in wishing himself able to go 
■to her, Eichard foi^ot in part his own pain, and fell into a 
quiet sleep, which did him untold good. It was three 
o'clock when at last he rose, knowing pretty well all that 
had been doing during the hours of his seclusion in the 
darkened room. The " Van Euren set " he knew had come, 
and he overheard Mrs. Markham's Esther saying to Aunt 
Barbara's Betty, when she came for the silver cake-basket, 
that " Mr. Frank seemed in mighty fine spirits, considering 
all the flirtations he used to have with Miss Ethelyn." 

This was the first intimation Richard had received of a 
flirtation, and even now it did not strike him unpleasantly. 
Frank and Ethelyn were cousins, he reflected, and as 
such had nndouhtedly been very familiar with each other. 
It was natural, and nothing for which he need care ; and 
he deliberately began to make his wedding toilet, think- 
ing, when it was completed, that he was looking un- 
usually well in the entire new suit which his cousin, 
Mrs. Woodhull, had insisted upon his getting to New York, 
when on his way home iu April he had gone that way, aud 
told her of his approaching marriage. It was a splendid 
suit, made after the most approved style, and costing a sum 
which he had kept secret from his mothei', who, neverthe- 
less, guessed somewhere neat the truth, and thought the 
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to him ; but when next she met hei consm, he said to her, 
in his usual off-hand way, " 1 say Ethie, he is pretty well 
got up for 3 "Westerner, But for his eyes and teeth I should 
never Lave known him for the chap who wore the short 
pants and stove-pipe hat with the butternut-colored crape, 
"Who was he in mourning for, anyway! " 

It was too bad to be reminded of Abigail Jones, just aa 
she was beginning to feel more comfortable ; but Ethelyn 
bore it very well, and laughingly answered, " For his sweet- 
heart, I dare say," her cheeks Hushing very red aa Frank 
whispered slyly, " Ton are even, then, on that score." 

No man of any delicacy of feeling or true refinement 
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would have made this allusion to tte past, with hia first 
love within a few hours of her bridal, and hia own betrothed 
standing near. But Frank liad neither delicacy of feeling 
nor genuine refinement, and he even felt a secret gratifica- 
tion in seeing the blood mount to Ethelyn's cheeks as he 
thus referred to the past. 



CHAPTEE IV. 



l^g^^lIIERE was a great deal of sincere %ni tendpr vn 
ira^^ ^^^^^^ ™ Richard's manner when, in replj to his 
|)Mt^ l| inquiries for Ethelyn's headache, Aunt Barb'ira 
tiild iiira of the almost fainting fit in the morning and her 
belief that Ethelyn was not as strong this summer as she 
used to be. 

" The mountain air will do her good, I trust," he said, 
casting wistful glances up the stairs and toward the door 
of the chamber, where girlish voices were heard, Nettie 
Hudson aud Sosie Granger chatting gayly and uttering ex- 
clamations of delight as they arranged and adjusted Ethe- 
lyn's bridal robes. 

Once during the period of his judgeship Richard had at- 
tended a large and fashionable bridal party ; but when, on 
hia return to Olnej, Melinda Jones questioned him with 
regard to the dresses of the bride and the guests, he found 
himself utterly unable to remember either fabric, fashion, 
or even color, so little attention had lie given to the subject. 
He never noticed such things, he said, but he believed some 
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of the dresses were made of something flimsy, for he could 
see through them, and he knew they were very long, for 
he bad stepped ou some h^f dozen. And this was all the 
information the inquisitive Melinda could obtain. Dress 
was of little consequence, he thought, so it was clean and 
whole. 

This was his theory ; hut when, as the twilight deepened 
on the Chicopee hills, and the lamps were lighted in Aunt 
Barbara's parlors, and old Col. Markham began to wonder 
" why the plague the folks did not come," as he stalked iip 
and down the piazza in all the pride and pomposity of one 
who felt himself to all intents and purposes the village aris- 
tocrat, — and when the mysterious door of Ethie's room, 
which had been closed so long, was opened, and the bride- 
groom told that he might go in, he started in surprise at 
the beautiful tableau presented to his view as he stepped 
across the threshold. As was natural, he fancied that 
never before had he seen three young girls so pecfeetly 
beautiful as the three before him,— Ethie, and Susie, and 
Nettie. 

As a matter of course, he gave the preference to Ethelyn, 
who was very, very lovely in her bridal robes, with the 
orange wreath resting like a coronet upon her marble brow. 
There were pearls upon her neck and pearls npon her arms, 
the ^ft of Mrs. Dr. Van Buren, who had waited till the 
very last, hoping the Judge would have forethought enough 
to buy them himself But the Judge had not He knew 
something of diamonds, for they had been Daisy's favorites ; 
but pearls were novelties to him, and Ethelyn's pale cheeks 
would have burned crimson had she known that ho was 
thinking " how becoming those white beads were to her." 

Poor, ignorant Richard! He would know more by and by 
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of what constitutes a fasliionable lady's toilet; but now he 
was in blissful ignorance of minufiie, and saw only the tout 
ensemble, which he pronounced perfect. He wai3 half afraid 
of her, though, she seemed so cold, so passive, so silent ; 
and when in the same breath Susie Granger asked if he 
ever saw any one so lovelj as Ethelyn, and bade him tisa 
her quick, he hesitated, and finally iissed Susie instead. 
He mighty perhaps, have doae the same with Bh^helyn if she 
had not stepped backward to avoid it, her long train sweep- 
ing across the hearth where that morning she had knelt in 
such utter desolation, and where now was lying a bit of 
blackened paper, which the housemaid's hroom had not 
found when, early in the day, the room was swept and 
dusted. So Ethelyn's white satin brushed against the gos- 
samer thing, which floated upward for a moment, and then 
settled back upon the heavy, shining folds. It was Richard 
who saw it first, and Richard's hand which brushed away 
the skeleton of Frank's letter from the skirts of his bride, 
leaving a soiled, yellowish stain, which Susie Granger 
loudly deplored, while Ethelyn only drew her drapery 
around her, saying coldly, that "it did aot matter in the 
least. She would as soon bave it there as not." 

It was meet, she thoaght^ that the purity of her bridal 
garments should he tarnished ; for was not her heart all 
stained, and blact, and crisp with cruel deception ! That 
little incident, however, affected her strangely, bringing 
back so vividly the scene on the ledge of rocks beneath the 
New England laurels, where Frank had sat beside ber and 
poured words of boyish passion into her ear. There was 
for a moment a pitiful look of angnish in her eyes as they 
went out into the summer night toward the huckleberry 
hills, where lay that ledge of massy rock, and then came 
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ding guests were assembled, buiely, she did not know 
what she was doiag, or realize the solemn words, " I charge 
and require jon. both, as ye shall answer at the great day, 
when the secrets of all hearts shall be disclosed, that if 
either of yoa know any impediment why ye may not be 
lawfully joined together in matrimony, ye do now confess 
it, for be ye well assured," and so forth. She did not even 
hear them ; for the numb, dead feeling which crept over 
her, chilling her blood, and making the hand which Richard 
took in his while he fitted the wedding-ring, so cold and 
clammy to the touch, that Richard felt tempted to hold 
and chafe it in his own warm broad paims; but that was 
not in accordance with the ceremony, and so lie let it iaJI, 
wondering that Ethelyn could be so cold when the sweat 
was standing in great drops upon his own fa^e and moisten- 
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ing his wavy Iiair, which clustered in tiiick curls around his 
hrow, making him look so haiidaoi»e, as more than one 
maiden thought, envying Ethelyn her good fortune, and 
marvelling at the pallor of her lips and the rigidity of her 

Tiie ceremony was ended, and Ethelyn Grant was Mrs. 
Richard Martham ; but the new name brought no blushea to 
her eheek, nor yet the kiss her husband gave her, nor the 
congratulations of the guests, nor Aunt Barbara's tear, wiich 
dropped upon the forehead of her darling as the good 
woman bent oyer her and thought how she had lost her ; 
but when Frank Van Buren stooped down to touch her 
tips the sluggish blood quietened and a thrill went through 
and through her veins,- sending the bright color to her 
cheeks, which burned as with a hectic flush. Frank saw the 
power he held, but to his credit he didnot then exult: he only 
feit that it was finished, that Ethie was gone past his recall ; 
and for the first time in his life he experienced a genuine 
pang of desolation, such as he had never felt before, and be 
fongbt hard to master his emotions while he watched the 
bride receiving the bridal guests. Another than Frank 
was watching her too, — Mrs. Dr. Van Buren,— who at one 
time feared lest Ethelyn should fdnt, and who, as soon m 
an opportunity offered, whispered'to her niece, "Do, Ethie, 
pat some animation in your manner, or people will think 
you an unwilling bride." 

For a moment a gleam of anger flashed from the eyes 
which looked unflinchingly into Mrs. Van Buren's, and the 
pale lips quivered with passion. But Ethelyn had too 
much pride to admit of her letting the people know what 
she was suffering, and so with a great effort she rallied, and 
twice ere the evening was at a close her merry laugh waa 
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ieard even above Susie Granger's, as a knot of her gay 
companions gathered round lier with their raetry jokos and 
gay repartees, 

Susie Granger was in her happiest mood, and her lively 
spirits seemed to pervade the whole party. Now that he 
knew her better, Richard was more at ease with her, and 
returned her playful sallies until even Ettielyn wondered to 
see hip! so funny. He never forgot her, however, as was 
evinced by the loving glances he bent npou her, and 
by his hovering constantly at her side, as if afraid to lose 
her. 

Once, when they were standing together and Frank was 
near to them, Kichard laid his hand upon Ethelyn's shoulder, 
which the cnt of the wedding-dress left bare. It was a 
very beautiful neck, white, and plump, and soft, and 
Richard's hand pressed somewhat heavily ; but with a 
shiver Ethelyn drew herself away, and Frank, who was 
watching her, fancied that her face grow paler and her lips 
more compressed. Perhaps it was a feeling of pity, and 
perhaps it was a mean desire to test his own influence over 
her, which prompted him carelessly to take her hand to 
inspect the wedding-ring. It was only her hand, but as 
Frank held it in his own, he felt it growing warm and 
flushed, while the color deepened on Ethelyn's cheeks, and 
then died suddenly away at Frank's characteristic remark, 
spoken for her ear alone, "You feel like thunder, Ethie, 
and so do I." 

The speech did Ethie good. No matter how she felt, 
it was not Frank's place to speak to her thus. She was 
now a wife, and she meant to be true to her marriage vow, 
both in look and deed ; so, with an impatient gesture, she 
flung aside Frank's band, repelling him fiercely with the 
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reply, " You are mistaken, sir, — at least so far as I am con- 
After that she stayed more with Richard, and once, of 
her own accord, put her am in his, and stood half leaning 
against him with both hands clasped together, while he 
held the bouquet which Mrs. Senator Woodhull had sent 
by express to New Tork. It is true that Richard smelled 
and breathed upon the flowers oftener than was desirable ; 
and once Ethelyn saw him extracting leaves from the 
choicest blossoms ; but on the whole he did very well, con- 
sidering tLat it was the first time he had ever held a lady's 
bouquet in such an expensive holder. 

As Ethelyn had predicted, the evening was hot and 
sultry; but the bugs, and beetles, and millers she had 
dreaded did not come in to annoy her ; and when, as the 
clock struck twelve, the company dispersed, they were 
sincere in their assertions of having passed a delightful 
evening ; and many were tbe good wishes expressed for 
Mrs. Judge Mwkbam's happiness, as the guests took their 
way to their respective homes. 

An honr latfir and the lights had disappeared from Miss 
Barbara Bigelow's windows, and the summer stars looked 
calmly down upon the quiet house where that sti'ange bridal 
had been. 
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]Ki^™jalROM Mrs. Senator Woodhull'a elegant house, 
K^ls where Mrs. Judge Martham had beeu petted, 
lyjgsal and flattered, and caressed, and Mr. Judge Mark- 
ham had been adroitly tutored and trained, the newly 
wedded pair went on to Qoebec and Montreal, an* thence 
to the White Mountains, where Ethelyn'a handsoroe trav- 
elling dress was rained, and Richard's linen coat, so' ob- 
noxious to his bride, was torn past repair, and laid away in 
one of Ethelyn's trunks, with the remark that "Mother 
could mend it for Andy, who always took his brother's 
cast-off clothes." The hair tmuk had been lel^ in Chico- 
pee, and so Ethelyn had not that to vex her. 

Noticed everywhere, and admired by all whom she met, 
the first part of her wedding-trip was not so irksome as she 
had feared it might be. Wholly infatuated with his young 
bride, Richard was all attention, and Ethelyn had only to 
express a wish to have it gratified, so that casual lookers- 
on would have pronounced her supremely happy. And 
Ethelyn's heart did not ache one-half so hard as on that 
terrible day of her bridal. In the railway-car, on the 
crowded steamboat, or at the large hotels, where all 
were entire strangers, she forgot to watch and criticise 
her husband; and if any 'derefietion from etiquette did 
occur, he yielded so readily to her suggestion that to 
polish him seemed an easy task. The habits of years, 
however, are not so easily broken ; and by the time Sara- 
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toga was reached Richard's patience began to give way 
beaeatb. Etiielyn's multifariou': exactions, and tiie ennui 
consequent upon his travelling about so long. Still he did 
pretty well for him, growing very red in the face with his 
efforts to draw on gloves a size too small, and feeling ex- 
cessively hot and uncomfortable in his coat, which he wore 
even in the retirement of his own room, where he desired 
80 much to indulge in the cool Inxury of shirt sleeves, — a 
I which Ethelju heard with horror, openly ex- 
J agaiust the glaring vulgarity, and asking, a little 
contemptuously, if that were the way he had been accus- 
tomed to do at home, 

" Why, yes," he answered. "Out on the prairies we go 
in for comfort, and don't mind so small a matter as shirt 
sleeves on a sweltering August day." 

" Please do not use such expressions as sweltering and go 
in, — they do not sound well," Ethelyn rejoined. " And 
now I think of it, I wish you would talk more to the ladies 
in the parlor. You hardly spote to Mrs. Cameron last 
evening, and she directed most of her conversation to you, 
too. I was afraid she would either think that you were 
rude, or else that you did not tnow what to say." 

" She hit it right, if she came to the latter conclusion," 
Eiehard said, good-humoredly ; " for the fact is, I donH 
know what to say to such women as she. I am not a 
ladies' man, and it's no use trying to make me over. You 
can't teach old dogs new tricks." 

Ethie fairly groaned as she clasped her bracelets upon her 
arms and shook down the folds'of her blue silk ; then after 
a moment she continued, "You can talk to me, and why 
not to others?" 

"You are my wife, Ethie, and I love you, which makes 
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a heap of difference,'' Richard said, and winding iiia arm 
around Ethie's waiat he drew her face toward his own and 
kissed it affectionately. 

They had been three days at Saratoga when this little 
scene occurred, and their room was one of those miserable 
little apartments in the Ainsworth block which look out 
upon nothing but a patch of weeds and the rear of a church, 
Ethelyn did not lite it at alt, and liked it the less hecause 
she felt that to some extent her husband was to blame. 
He ought to have written and eng^ed rooms beforehand, — 
Aunt Van Bnren always did, and Mrs. Col. Tophevie, and 
everybody who undei'stood the ins and outs of fashionable 
life. But Richard did not understand them. He believed 
ill taking what was offered to him without making a fuss, 
he said. He had never been to Saratoga before, and he 
secretly hoped he should never come again, for he did not 
enjoy the close, hot room any better than Ethelyn did, but 
he accepted it with a better gi'aee, saying, when he first 
entered it, that '' he could put up with most anything, 
though to be sure it was hotter than an oven." 

His mode of enpressing himself had never suited Ethelyn. 
Particular, and even elegant in her choice of language, it 
grated upon her sensitive ear, and forgetting that she had 
all her life heard similar expressions in Chicopeo, she 
charged it to the West, and Iowa ivas blamed for the faults 
of her son more than she deserved. At Saratoga, where 
they met many of her acquaintances, all of whom were 
anxious to see the fastidious Ethelyn's husband, it seemed 
to, her that he was more remiss than ever in those little 
things which make up the finished gentleman, whiie his 
peculiar expressions sometimes made every nerve quiver 
with pain. The consequence of this was that Ethelyn be- 
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came a very little cross, aa Kichard thought, thougli she 
Lad never so openly attacked him as on tliat day, the third 
after their arrival, when to her horror he tooli off his coat, 
preparatory to a little comfort, while slie was dressing for 
dinner. At Ethelyn's request, however, he put it on again, 
saying as he did ao, that he was " sweating like a butcher," 
which remark called out hia wife's contemptuoua inquiries 
concerning his habits at home. Richard was still too much 
in love with his young wife to feel very greatly irritated. 
In word and deed she had done her duty toward him thus 
far, and he had nothing to complain of. It is true she was 
very quiet and passive, and undemonstrative, never giving 
him bact any caress, as he had seen wives do. But then 
he was not very demonstrative himselfi and so he excused 
it tlie more readily in her, and loved her all the same. It 
amused him that a girl of eighteen should presume to criti- 
cise him, a man of thirty-two, a Judgo, and a Member of 
Congress, to whom tbe Oiney people paid such deference, 
and he hore with her at first juat as a mother would bear 
with the little child which assumed a superiority over 

This afternoon, however, when she said so much to hira, 
he was conscious of a little u-ritation. But lie put the feel- 
ing down, iknd gayly kissed his six weeks' bride, wlio, 
touched with his forhearanee, kissed him back again, and 
suffered him to hold her cool face a moment between his 
hot, moist hands, while he bent over her. 

She did respect him ; nor was she unconscious of tlie 
position which, as his wife, she held. It was very pleasant 
to hear people say of her when she passed by, 

" That ia Mra. Judge MarMiam, of Iowa, — her husband is 
Member of Congre^." 
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Vcrj- pleasant, too, to meet with his friends, othor M.C.'a, 
wlio paid her deference on his account. Had they stayed 
away from Saratoga all might have heen well ; but they 
were there, and bo was all of Ethelyn'a world, — the Tophe- 
vies, the Hales, the Hungerfords, and Van Burena, with 
Nettie Hudson, opening her great blue eyes at Riehatd's 
mistake, and asking Frank in Ethelyn's hearing, " if Judge 
Markham'a manners were not a little ov.tr$." 

They certainly were oulrS, there was no denying it, and 
Ethelyn's blood tingled tc her finger-tips aa she wondered 
if it would always he so. It is a pitiable thing for a wife 
to blush for her liasband, to watch constantly lest he depart 
from the little points of etiquette, which women catch in- 
tuitively, but which some of our most learned men fail to 
acc[uire in a lifetime. And here they greatly err, for no 
man, however well versed he may be in science and litera- 
ture, is well educated, or well balanced, or excusable, if he 
neglects the little things which good breedino- and common 
politeoess require of him, and R h d v/aa m wl at to be 
blamed. It did not follow, b n h faults h d er 
been pointed out to hun, that l! d t e t, that 
others did not observe them b d h f Eth Ij n it 
is true, was more deeply intere t d thu j n 1 id 
felt hia mistakes more keenly, wh I at th am tun he 
was over-fastidious, and had n t th h pp t f Itj for 
connecting him. She did not I hmwllnuhtbe 
careful of wounding him; but tl e pat e a 1 1, d humor 
with which he received her r p n d that 1 t August 
afternoon, when the thermomete as n h 1 d n he 
shade, and any man would bate ha abl f to-t- 

ing upon the wife who lector 1 hun an ke th b of 
aomethiug nearer akin to love th u a yth ng he had felt 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



THE HONBYMOOM. 7l 

since tlie night when she stood upon the sandy beach, and 
heard the story of Daisy. 

Kichard was going to do lietter. He would wear his 
coat all the time, both day and night, if Ethelyn said so. 
lie would not lean bis elbow on the table wliile waiting 
for deasert, as he had more than once been guilty of doing ; 
he would not help himself to a dish before passing it to 
the ladies near him ; he would tKLk to Mrs. Cameron in the 
evening, and would try and not be so absorbed in his own 
thoughts as to pay no atteniion when Mrs. Tophevie was 
addressing herself directly to him ; he would laugh in the 
right place, and, when spoken to, would answer in some- 
thing besides monosyllables. In short, he -promised a 
complete refonnation, even saying that if Etbclyn would 
select some person who was an fail in those matters in 
which he was so remiss, he would watch and copy 
that man to the letter, "Would she name some one J 
And Ethelyn named her cousin Fi'ank, while Richard felt 
a flush of resentment that he should be required to imitate 
a person whom in his secret heart he despised as dandyish, 
and weak, and silly, and " namby-pamby," as he would 
probably have expressed it if he had not forsworn slang 
phrases of every kind. But Kichard had pledged his 
word, and meant to keep it; and so it was to all appear- 
ance a very happy and loving conple which, when the 
dinnei'-gong sounded, walked into the dining-room with Mrs. 
Dr. Van Bnren's set, Ethelyn's handsome blue silk sweep- 
ing far behind her, and her white bare arm just touching 
the coatrsleeve of her husband, who was not insensible to 
tie impression made by the beautiful woman at his side. 

There were no lectures that night, for Richard had done 
his best, talking at least twenty minutes with both Mrs. 
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Cameron and ilra. Col. Tophevie, both of whom he found 
moi-e agreeable than he had supposed. Then he had held 
Ethelyn's white cloak upon his arm, and stood patiently 
against the wall, while up at the United States she danced 
set after set — first, the Lancers, with joung Heut. Grey, 
then a polta with John Tophcvie, and lastly a waltz with 
Frank Van Buren, who whirled his fair partner about the 
room with a velocity which made Kichard dizzy and awoie 
sundry thoughts not wholly complimentary to that doubt- 
ful dance, the waltz. Richard did not dance himself, at 
least not latterly. In his younger days, when he and Abi- 
gail Jones attended the quilting frolics ti^ether and the 
" paring bees," he had, with otlier young men, tried tia 
skill at " Scotch Reels," " French Fours," " The Cheat," and 
the " Twin Sisters," with occasionally a Cotillon, but he was 
not accomplished in the art. Even the Olney girls called 
him awkward, preferring almost any one else for a partner, 
and so he abandoned the floor, and cultivated his head 
i-ather than his heels. He liked to see dancing, and at 
flcst it was Tei7 pleasant watching Ethelyn's lithe figure 
gliding gracefully through the intricate movements of the 
Lancers ; but when it came to the waltz, he was not so sure 
about it, and he wondered if it were nec^sary for Frank 
Van Buren to clasp her so tightly about the waist as he 
did, or for her t-o lean so languidly upon his shoulder. 

Kichard was not naturally jealous, — certainly not of Frank 
Van Buren ; but he would rather his wife should not waltz 
with him or any other man, and so he said to her, asking this 
concession on her part in return for all he had promised to 
attempt; and to Ethelyn's credit we record that she yielded 
to her husband's wishes, and, greatly to Frank's surprise, 
declined the waltz which he proposed the following even- 
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ing. But slie made amends in other dances, and kept poov 
Richard waiting for her night after night, until he once fel! 
asleep and di-eamed of tie log cabin on the prairie, whei-e 
he had danced a quadrille with Abigail Jones to the tune 
of Moneymusk, as playod by the Plynipton brothers. 

A tap of Mrs. Tophevie's fen broi^ht him back to con- 
aciousnesa, and he was almost guilty of a sigh as the log 
cabia faded from his vision, with the Plymptons and Abi- 
gail Jones, leaving instead that heated ball-room, with its 
trained orchestra, its bevy of fair young girls, its score of 
whit«-kidded dandies, with wasp-like waists and perfumed 
locks, and Ethie smiling in their midst. 

Saratoga did not agree with Richard. He grew sick 
first of the water; then of the fare; then of the daily 
routine of fashionable follies ; then of the people ; and then, 
oh 1 so sick,of the petty lectures which Ethelyn gradually 
resumed as he Mled in his attempts to imitate Frank Van 
Buren and appear perfectly at ease in everybody's presence. 
Saratoga was a " confounded bore," he ssud, and though he 
called himself a brute, and a savage, and a heathen, he was 
very glad when, toward the last of August, Ethelyn became 
so seriously indisposed as to make a longer stay in Sara- 
toga impossible. Newport of course was given up, and 
Ethelyu's desire was to go back to Chicopee and He down 
i^in in the dear old room which had been hei-s from child- 
hood. Aunt Barbara's toMt, Aunt Barbara's tea, and Aunt 
Barbara's nursing, would soon bring her all right s^in, she 
said ; but in this she was mistaken, for although the toast 
and the tea, and the nursing each came in it« turn, the Sep- 
tember flowers had faded, and the trees on the Chicopee 
hills were beginning to flaunt their bright October robes 
ere she recovered from the low, nervous fever, induced by 
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tlie mental and bodily excitement througli which she had 
passed dtuiDg the last three or four moutha. 

Although he knew it was necessary that he should be at 
home if he would transact any hiiBiness before the opening 
of his next session m Washington, Richard put aside all 
thoughts of self, and acrsed his wife with a devotednesa 
which awakened her liveliest gratitude. 

Richard waa not awkward in the sick-room. It seemed 
to be his special province ; and as he had once nursed and 
cared for Daisy and the baby brother who died, so he now 
cared for Ethelyn, until she began to mfes him when he left 
her side, and to listen for his returning step when he went 
out for an hour or so to talk politics with his uncle, Col. 
Markham. With Mrs. Dr. Van Buren and Frank and the 
fashionable world all away, Richard's faults were not so 
perceptible, and Etheljn began to look forward with con- 
siderable Interest to the time when she should be able to 
start for her Western home, about which she had built 
many delusive castles. Her piano bad already been sent 
on in advance, she sayhig to Susie Granger, who came iu 
while it was being boxed, that as they were not to keep 
house until spi-ing she should not take furniture now. Pos- 
sibly tbey could find what they needed in Chics^o ; if not, 
they could order from Boston. 

Richard, who overheard this remark, wondered what it 
meant, for he had not the most remote idea of separating 
himself from his mother. She was very essential to his 
happiness, and be was hardly willing to confess to himself 
how much he had missed her. She had a way of petting 
him and deferring to his judgment, and making him feel that 
Richard Markham was a very nice kind of man, &r differ- 
ent from Ethelyn's criticisms, which had sometimes led him 
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cpiioaslv to inquire whether he were a fool or not He 
r uld not live apart from his mother, — ^he was Arm up- 
!] that point; but there was time eno'ugh to say so 
"hen tlie subject should be broached to him. So he wont 
on Daiiins; down the cover to the piano-box, and thinking 
11 he miled what a nice kitchen cupboard the box would 
m ike when once it was safely landed at his home in tlie 
pnirie, and wondering, too, bow his motlier, — who was not 
very fond of music, — would bear the sound of a piano, and 
if Ethie would be willing for Melinda Jones to practise up- 
on it. He knew Melinda had taken lessons at Camdeu, 
where she had been to school, and he had heard her ex- 
press a wish that she had an instrument, as she should soon 
foi^et all she had learned. Somehow Melinda wa^ a good 
deal in Richard's mind, and when a bntton was missing 
from his shirts, or his toes came through his socks, — as 
was often the case at Saratoga, — he found himself thinking 
of the way Melinda had of helping " fix his things " 
when he was going from home, and of heai'ing his mother 
say what a handy gir! she was, aud what a thrifty, careful 
wife she would make. He meant nothing derogatory to 
Ethelyn in these reminiscences; he would not have ex- 
changed her for a thousand Melindas, even if he had to pin 
his shirt-boaoms together and go barefoot all his life. But 
Meiinda kept recurring to his mind much as if she had 
been his sister, and he thought it would be but a simple 
act of gratitude for all she had done for him to give her the 
use of the piano for at least one hour each day. 

In blissful ignorance of all that was meditated against 
her, Ethelyn saw her piano taken away from the sitting- 
room, where it would never stand t^ahi, and saw the tears 
wliich rolled down Aunt Barbara's cheeks as she too watched 
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its going, and tried to till up the vacancy it left, by moving 
a chair and a table and a footstool into the gap. Those 
were hard days for Aunt .Barbara, harder than for Etbelyn, 
who liked the exoitertient of travelling, and was almost 
glad when the morning came on which she was to saygood- 
by to the home whicb was hers no longer. Her two hugo 
trunks stood in the hall, together with tlie square hait 
trunk which held Richard's wardrobe, and the three tin 
cans of peaches Mrs, Markliam was sending to her sister- 
in-iaw, with the injunction to be sure and get that paitie- 
ular patent for cans if she wished her frait to keep. In 
addition to these, an immense box had been forwarded by 
express, containing many little ornaments and pictures and 
brackets, which, during the winter, might perhaps adorn 
the walls of the parlor where Daisy's picture hung, and 
where, Eichard had said, was also an oil-painting of Ni- 
agara, omitting to add that it was tie handiwork of Me- 
linda Jones, that young lady having dabbled in paints as 
well as music during her two terms schooling at Camden. 
Tucked away in various parts of the box were also sundry 
presents, which, at Mi-s. Dr. Van Enren'a suggestion, Etli- 
elyn had bought for her husband's family. For James, who, 
she had heard Richard say, was an inveterate smoker, there 
was a handsome velvet amoking-cap, which, having been 
bought at Saratoga, had cost an enormous sum ; for John, 
an expensive pair of elaborately -wrought slippers had been 
selected; but when it came to Anderson, as Ethelyn persisted 
in calling the brother whom Richard always spoke of as 
Andy, she felt a little perplexed as to what would be appro- 
priate. Eichard had talked very little of him, — so little, in 
fact, that she knew nothing whatever of his tastes, except 
from the scrap of conversation she once accidentally over- 
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heard when the old Colonel was talking to Richard of his 

"Does Andy lite busts as well as evert" the captain 
, had asked, but Eiohard's reply was loat as Ethelyn waited 

Still, she had heard enough to give her some inkling with 
regard to the mysterious Andy. Probably he was more 
refined than either James or John, — at all events, he was 
evidently fond of statwoiy, and his tastes should be grati- 
fied. Accordingly, Boston was ransacked by Mrs. Dr. Van 
Buren for an exquisite head of Schiller, done in marble, and 
costing thirty dollars, Richard did not see it. The pres- 
ents were a secret from him, all except the handsome 
point-lace coiffeur which Aunt Barbara sent to Mrs. Mark- 
ham, together with a letter which she sat up till midnight 
to write, and in which she touchingly nm d d h 1 
ling to the new mother's care and cons d at n 

"You will find my Ethio in sone p t. a p I d 
chilij," she wrolo, " but it is more ny f ult th n 1 I 

have loved her so much, andpettel h o mn h that I 
doubt if she knows what a harsh wo 1 ss ! k u an 

She has been carefully and delicately brought up, but has 
repaid me well for all my pains by her tender love. Please, 
dear Mrs. Markham, be very, veiy kind to her, and you 
wOl greatly oblige. Your most obedient servant, 

"EiHBARA ElGELOW. 

" P.S. I dare say your ways out West are not exactly 
like our ways at the East, and Ethie may not fell in with 
them at once, but I am sure she will do what is right, as 
she is a sensible girl. Again, youra with regret, B. B." 

The writing this letter was not the wisest thing Aunt 
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Barbara could have done, but sbe was incited to it by wbat 
her sister Sophie told her of the rumors concerning Mrs. 
Martham, aiid her own fears lest Etbelyn should not be as 
comfortable with the new mother-in-law as was wholly de- 
sirable. To Eichai'd himself she had said that she presumed 
that his mother's ways were not like Ethie's — old people 
were different from young ones — the world had improved 
since their day, and instead of trying to bring young folks 
altogether to their modes of thmking, it was well for both 
to yield something. This was the third time Richard had 
heard his mother's ways alladed to; first by Mre. Jones, 
who called them queer; seeond, by Mrs. Dr. Van Buren, 
who, for Ethie's sake, had also dropped a word of caution, 
hinting that his mother's ways might possibly be a little 
peculiar ; and lastly by good Aunt Barbara, who signalized 
them as different from Ethelyn's. 

What did it mean, and why had he never discovered 
any thing amiss in his mother! He trusted that Mrs. Jones, 
and Mrs. Dr. Van Buren, and Aunt Barbara were mis- 
taken. On the whole, he knew tbey were ; and even if 
they were not his mother could not do wrong to Ethie, 
while Ethie would, of course, be willing to conform to 
any request made by a person so much older than herself 
as his mother was. So Richard dismissed that subject 
from hie mind, and Ethelyn,— having never heard it agi- 
tated, except that time when, with Mrs. Jones on his mind, 
Richard had thought it proper to suggest the propriety of 
her humoring his mother, — felt no fears of Mrs. Markham 
Senior, whom she still associated in her mind with heavy 
black silk, gold -bowed spectacles, handsome laoe and 
fleecy crochet- work. 

The October morning wan clear and crisp and frosty. 
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and the sun had not yet shown itse.If ahove the eastern 
hills, when Captain Markhaai's carryall drove to Annt 
Barbara's gate, followed by the long, democrat-wagou 
which was to take the baggage. Ethelyn's spoiled tra- 
velling dress had been replaced by a handsome poplin, 
which was made in the extreme fashion, and fitted her ad- 
mirably, as did every portion of her dress, from her jaunty 
hat and dotted hce *eil to the Alexandre kids and feiicy 
little gaiters which ew-ased her feet and hands. She was 
pieftier than on her hridal-day, Richard thought, as ho 
kissed away the tears which dropped so fest even after 
the last good-hy had been said to poor Aunt Barbai'a, who 
watched the flatter of Ethie's veil and ribbons as far as 
they could be seen, and then in the secrecy of her own 
room knelt and prayed that God would bless and keep 
her darhng, and make her happy in the new home to 
which she was going. 

It was very quiet and lonely in the Bigelow house that 
day, Aunt Barbara waiting softly, and speaking slowly, as if 
the form of some one dead had been borne from her side ; 
while on the bed which the housemaid Betty had made 
up so plump and round there was a cavity made by Aunt 
Barbara's head, which hid itself tliere many times as the 
good woman went repeatedly to God with the pwn, gnsw- 
ing so at her heart. But in the evening, when a cheerful 
wood-fire was kindled on the heai-th of her pleasant sit- 
ting-room, and Mrs. Colonel Markham came in with her 
knitting- work, to sit until the Colonel called for lier on his 
return from the meeting where he was to oppose with 
all his might the building of a new school-house, to pay 
for which he would be heavily taxed, she telt better, and 
conld talk composedly of the ti'aveliers, who by that time 
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Although very auxious to reach home, Eichard had 
pvomised that Ethelyn should only travel through the day, 
as she was not as strong as before her illness. And to this 
promise he adhered, so that it was near the middle of tie 
afternoon of the fifth day that the last change was made, 
and they took the train that would in two hours' time de- 
posit them at OIney. At Camden, the county seat, they 
waited for a few momenta. There was always a crowd of 
people here going out to different parts of the country, and 
as one after another came into the car Ricliard seemed to 
tnow them all, while the cordial and rather noisy greeting 
which they gave " the Judge " struck Ethelyn a little oddly, 
— it was so different from the quiet, undemonstrative man- 
ners to which she had been accustomed. With at least a 
dozen men in shaggy overcoats and slouched hats she shook 
hands with a tolerahly good gra«e, but when there ap- 
peared a taU, lank, bearded yoang giant of a fellow, with a 
dare-devil expression in his black eyes, and a stain of to- 
bacco about his mouth, she drew back, and to his hearty 
"How areye, MissMarkLam ! Considerable tuckered out, 
I reckon? " she merely responded with a cool how and a 
haughty stare, intended to put down the young man, whom 
Eichard introduced as "Tim Jones," and who, taking the 
seat directly in fi'ont of her, poured forth a volley of con- 
versation, calling Eichard sometimes " Dick," sometimes 
"Markham," but oi^ner "Square," as he had learned to do 
when Eichard was Justice of the Peace in Obey. Melinda, 
too, or " Melind," was mentioned as having been over to 
the " Square's house helping the old lady fix up a little," 
aiid then Ethelyn knew that the " aavs^e " was no other 
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than brother to Abigail Jones deceased. Tbe discovery 
was Eot a pleasant one, and did not tend to smooth her 
ruffled spirits or lessen the feeling of contempt for Weste™ 
people in general, and Richard's friends in particular, which 
bad been growing in her heart ever since the Eastern 
world was left behind and she bad been fairly launched 
upon the great prairies of the Mississippi Valley. Eichard 
was a prince compared with the specim.ena she had seen, 
though she did wonder that he should be so femiliar with 
theoi, calling them by their first names, and even biuidying 
jokes with the terrible Tim Jones spitting his tobacco-jaice 
al! over the car floor and laughing so loudly at all the 
" Square " said. It was almost too dreadful to endure, and 
Etbelyn's head was beginning to ache frightfuEy when the 
long train came to a pause, and the conductor, who also 
tnew Judge Markbam, and called him "Dick," screamed 
through the open door " 0-1-ney I " 
Ethelyn was at home at last. 



CIIArTER VI. 



S^ ^P better than Mrs. Jones and her daughter Melinda, 
Ii^**^*mI sister and mother to the deceased Abigail and 
the redoubtable Tim. Naturally bright and quick-witted, 
Melinda caught readily at any new improvement, and the 
consequence was that the Jones house bore unmistakable 
signs of having in it a grown-up daughter whose new ideas 
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of things kept the old ideas from rusting. After MeliDda 
came homo from boarding-school the Joneses did not set 
the table in the kitohen close to the hissing cook-stove, but 
in the pleasant dining-room, where there gradually came 
to be cvocbetted tidies on the hacks of the rocking-chairs, 
and crayon sketches on the wall, and a pot of geraniums 
in the window, with a canary bird singing in his cage near 
by. At first, Mrs. Markliam, wiio felt a greater interest in 
the Joneses than in any other family, looked askance at 
these " new-fangled notions," wondering how " Miss Jones 
expected to keep the flies out of her house if she had all 
the doors a flyin' three times a day," and feaiing lest 
Melinda was getting " stuck-up notions in her head, which 
would make her fit for nothing." 

But when she found there were no moi'e flies in farmer 
Jones' kitchen than in her own, and tliat Melinda worked 
as much as ever, and was just as willing to lend a helping 
hand when thei-e was need of haste at the Markham house, 
her anxiety subsided, and the Joneses were welcome to eat 
wherever they chose, or even to lave to wait upon the 
table, when theio was company, the little black boy Pete, 
whom Tim had bought at a slave auction in New Orleans, 
whither he had gone on a flat-boat expedition two or three 
years before. But she never thought of inti'oducing any 
of Melinda's notions into Lor own household. She " could 
not fuss " to keep so many rooms clean. If in winter time 
she had a flre in the front room, where in one comer her 
own bed was curtained off, and if in summer she always 
sat there when her work was done, it was all that eoiiH be 
required of her, and was just as they used to do at her 
father's, in Votmont, thirty years ago. Her kitchen was 
larger titan Mrs. Jones', which was ratlier uncomfortable on 
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a hot day when there was washing to be done ; the odor 
of the soap-suds was a little sicicning then, she admitted, 
but in her kitchen it was different ; she liad had an eye to 
comfort when they were building, and had seen that the 
kitchen was the laigest, aifiest, lightest room in the bouse, 
with four windows, two outside doors, and a fire-place, 
where, although they had a stove, she dearly lo™d to cook 
just as her mother had done in Vermont, and where huug 
an old-fefihioned crane, with iron lioots suspended from it. 
Here she washed, and ironed, and ate, and performed her 
ablations in the bright tin basin which stood is the sink 
near to the pail, with the gourd swinging on the top, and 
wiped her on the rolling towel near by, and combed her 
hsur before the clock, which served the double purpose of 
looking-glass and time-piece both. When company came, 
— andM Ma khan w not h<^pitable, — the east room, 
where the b d sto d b pud; and if the company, as 
was son t th at, ban i to be Richard's fi'ienda, 

she used the «e t n a ss the hall, wliere the choco- 
late-col 1 1 aj a d D IS picture hung, and where, 
upon th h I ma t ! th a plaster image of little 

Samuel a 1 tw [It a filled with colored fruit. 
The caip t via a y p tty Brussels, but it did not quite 
cover th flo u fh le It was a small pattern, and 
on this account had been offered a shilliug cheaper a yard, 
and so the economical Mrs. Markham bad bought it, iij- 
tending to eke out the deficiency wi h drugget of a cor- 
responding shade ; but the morcliant did not bring tho 
drugget, and the carpet was put down, and tiifte weut on, 
and tJ»e strips of painted hoard were still uncovered, save 
by the straight row of hair-clstii chairs, wbioh stood upon 
one side, and the old-fashioned sofii, which had cost fifl;y 
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dollars, and ought to, last at least as many years. Thcro 
was a Boston i-oclter, and a centre-table, with the family 
bible on it, and a volume of Scott's Commentaries, aad 
frosted candlesticks on the mantel and two sperm caudles 
in them, with colored paper, pink and green, all feneifuUy 
notched and pot around them, and a hurean ia the corner, 
which held the toys' Sunday shirts and Mrs. Markham's 
black silk dress, with Daisy's clothes in. the bottom drawer, 
and the silver plate taken from her coffin. There was a 
gilt-framed looking-glass oii the wall, and blue paper cur- 
tains at the windows, which were further omainented with 
muslin drapery. This was the great room, — the parlor, — 
where Daisy had died, and' which, on that account, was a 
sacred place to those who iie3d the memory of that sweet 
little prairie blossom as the dearest memory of their lives. 
Had she lived, with her naturally refined tastes, and her 
uicety of perceptions, tliere was no guessing what that 
farm-house might have been, for a yoang girl makes a deal 
of difference in any family. But she died, and so the house, 
which, when she died, was not quite finished, remained 
much as it was, — a large, squai'e building, minus blinds, 
witiji a wide hall in the centre, opening in front upon a 
broad piazaa, and opening back upon a stoop, the side 
entrance to the kitchen. There was a picket fence in 
front ; bnt the yard was bare of omament, if we except 
the lilac bushes under the parlor windows, the rod peony 
in the corner, and the clumps of violets and daisies, which 
grew ill what wm intended for borders to the walk, from 
the front gate to the door. Sometimes the summer showed 
here a growth of marigolds, with sweet peaa and chma 
asters, for Andy was fond of flowers, and when he had 
leisure he did a little floral gai-dening; bnt this year, owing 
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to Richard's absence, there had been more to do on the 
farm, consequently the ornamental bad been neglected, and 
the late autumn flowers which, in honor of Etheljn's ar- 
rival, were standing in vases on tlie centre-table and the 
mantel, were contributed by Melinda Jones, who had been 
very busy in other poiljoiis of the house working for the 
bride. 

She eould do this now without a single pang of jealousy, 
for she was a sensible girl, and after a night and a day of 
heaviness, and a vague sense of disappointment, she had 
sung as merrily as ever, and no one was more iuterested in 
the arrival of Richard's bride than she, from the time when 
Eicbard started eastward for hor. Between hei'self and her 
mother there had been a long, oonfldential conversation, 
touching Mrs. Markham's ways and the best means of cir- 
cumventing them, so that the new wife might not be utterly 
crushed with homo-sickness and surprise when she first 
arrived. No one could manage Mrs. Marttam as well as 
Melinda, and it was owing to^hor influence that tic large, 
pleasant chamber, which had been Richard's ever since he 
became a growing man, was renovated and improved until 
it presented a very inviting appearance. The rag carpet, 
which for yeara had done duty, and bore many traces of 
Richard's muddy boots, had been exchanged for a new in- 
gi'airi, — not very pretty in design, or very stylish either, but 
possessing the merit of being fresh and clean. To get the 
carpet Melinda had labored assidaonaly, and had enlisted 
ail three of the brothers, James, and John, and Andy, in 
the cause before the economical mother consented to the 
purchase. The rag carpet, if cleaned and mended, was as 
good as ever, she insisted ; and even if it were not, she 
could put down one that bad not seen so much actual ser- 
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vice. It was Andy who finally decided her to indulge iu 
the extravagance urged by Mclinda Jones. There were 
reseons why Andy waa very near to his mother's heart, and 
when he ofi'ered to sell his brown pony, which he loved 
as he did hia eyes, his mother yielded the point, and taking 
with her both Mra. Jones and Melinda, went to Camden, 
and sat two hours upon rolls of carpeting while she decided 
which to tate. 

Mrs, Markham was not stingy with regard to her table ; 
that waa always loaded with the choicest of everything, 
while many a poor family blessed her as an angel. But 
the articles she ate were mostly the products of tieir lai'ge, 
well cultivated form ; they did uot cost money directly out 
of her hand, and it was the moiiey she disliked parting 
with, so she talked, and beat the Camden merchant down five 
cents on a yard, and made him out it a little short, to save 
a waste, and made him throw in the thread Mid binding, 
and awear when she was gone, wondering who " the stingy 
old woman was," And yet the very day after her return 
from Camden " the stingy old woman " sent to her minis- 
ter a loaf of bread and a pail of butter, and to a poor sick 
woman, who lived in a leaky cabin off the prairie, a nice 
warm blanket for ber bed, with a basket of delicacies to 
tempt her capricious appetite. 

In due time the carpet was made, Melinda Jones sewing 
up three of tJie seams, while Andy, who knew how to use 
the needle almost as well as a girl, claimed the privilege of 
sewing at least half a seam on the new sister's carpet 
Adjoiniug Richard's chamber was a little room where Mi-s, 
Markham's flour, and meal, and com, were kept, but which, 
with a little fitting up, would answer nicely for a bed-room; 
and after an amount of engineering, which would have done 
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credit to the general of an artnj, Melincla succeeded in 
coaxing Mre. Markbam to move Ler bari'cla and bags, and 
give up the room for Ethalyn's bed, whicli looted very 
nice and inviting, notwithstanding that the piJlows were 
small, and the bedstead a high poster, which had been in 
use for twenty years. Mrs. Markham knew all about the 
boxes, as she called tlietn. There was one in Mrs. Jones' 
front chamber, but she had never boaght one, for what 
then would she do with her old ones,—" with the laced 
cords," so greatly preferable to the hard slats, which nearly 
broke her back the night she slept ou some at a friend's 
house in Oluey. 

Eichard was fond of boots, and had collected from time 
to time a well-selected library, which was the only ornament 
in his room when Melinda first took it in hand ; but when 
she had finished her wort,— when the carpet was down, and 
tlie neat, white shades were up at the windows ; when the 
books which used to be on the floor, and table, and chairs, 
and raantel, and window sills, and anywhere, were neatly 
arranged in the very respectable shelves which Andy made 
and James painted ; when the little sewing chair designed 
for Ethelyn was put before one window, and Richard's arm- 
chair before the other, and the drab lounge was drawn a 
little into the room, and the bureau stood corner- ways, with 
a bottle of cologne upon it, which John had bought, and a 
pot of pomade Andj- had made, and two little pink and 
white mats Melinda had crocheted, the room was very pre- 
sentable. Great, womanish Andy was sure Ethelyn would 
be pleased, and rubbed his hands jubilantly over the result 
of his labors, while Melinda was certainly pardonable for 
feeling that in return for what she had done for Kichard's 
wife she might venture to suggest that the huge box, 
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marked piano, wliich for ten days had been standing on the 
front piazza, be opened, and the piano set up, so that she 
could try its tone. This box had cost Andy a world of 
trouble, keeping him awake nights, and taking him from 
his bed more than once, as he fimcied Jie heard a mys- 
terious sound, and feared some one migkt be stealing the 
ponderous thing, which it took four men to lift. With 
the utmost alacrity he telped in the unpacking, nearly 
bursting a blood-vessel as he tu^ed at the heaviest end, 
and then running to the village with all his speed, to borrow 
Mrs. Crandall's piano-key, which fortunately fitted Ethe- 
lyn's, so that Melinda Jones was soon seated in state, and 
running her fingers over the superb five-hundred-dollar 
instrument,'>Ethelyn's gift from Aunt Barbara on her birth- 
day. 

Melinda's fingers were stained and cnt with carpet thi'ead, 
and pricked with carpet tacks, and red witli washing dishes, 
but they moved nimbly over the keys, striking out with a 
will the few tunes she had learned during her two quarters' 
instruction. She had acquired a great deal of knowledge 
in a short lime, for she was passionately fond of music, and 
every spare moment had been devoted to it, so that she had 
mastered the scales with innumerable eseJ'cises, besides 
learning sevei'al pieces, of which Moneymask was one. 
This she now played with a sprightlmess and enei^y which 
brought Andy to his feet, while his cowhides moved to the 
stirringmuMc in a fashion which wouldhave utterly confound- 
ed poor Ethelyn could she have seen them. But Ethelyn 
was miles and miles away. She was not coming for a week 
or more, and in that time Andy tried his hand at Yankee 
Doodle, playing with one finger, and succeeding far beyond 
bis most sanguine expectations. Andy was delighted with 
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the piauf), and so was Eunice, t!ie hired girl, who left her 
ivoniiig and her dishes, and stood with wiping towel or flat 
iron in hand, humming an accompaniment to Andy's play- 
ing, and sometimes helping find the proper key to touch 

Eunifee was not an Irish girl, nor a German, nor a Scotch, 
but a full-blooded American, and "just as good as her em- 
ployers," with whom she always ate and sat. It wm not 
Mi's, Marliham's custom to keep a girl the year round, but 
when she did it was Ennice Plympton, the daughter of the 
drunken fiddler who earned his livelihood by playing for 
the dances the young people of OIney sometimes got up. 
He was anticipating quite a windfall from the in/air it was 
confidently expected would be given by Mrs. Markham in 
honorof her son's marriage ; and Eunice herself had washed 
and starched and ironed the white waist she intended to 
wear on the same occasion. Of course she knew she would 
have to wait and tend and do the running, she said to Me- 
linda, to whom she confided her thoughts, but after the 
supper was over she surely might have one little dance, if 
with nobody but Andy. 

This was Eunice, and she bad been with Mrs. Mai-tham 
during the past summer; but her time was drawing to a 
close. All the heavy work was over, the harvests were 
gathered in, the soap was made, the cleaning done, the 
house made ready for Richard's wife, and it was the under- 
standing that when that lady came and was somewhat 
domesticated, Miaa Eunice was to leave. There was not 
much to do in the ^vinter, Mrs. Markham said, and with 
Richard's wife's help she shou!d get along. Alas ! how 
little Ethelyn was prepared for the home which awaited 
her, and for the really good woman, who, on the afternoon 
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of her soil's an-ival, saw iato the oven the young turkey 
which Andy had been feeding for so long with a view to 
this veiy day, and then helped Eunice set the table for the 
expected guests. 

It did occur to Mrs. Markham that there might be a 
great propriety in Eunice's waiting for once, inasmuch as 
there were plates to change, and custard pie and minced, 
and pudding, to be brought upon the table; but the good 
woman did not dare bint at such a thing, so the seien 
plates were put upon the table, and tbe china caps brought 
from the little cupboard at tbe side of the chimney, and 
the silver teapot, wbieh was a famiJy^heir-loom, and had 
been given Mrs. Markham by her mother, was brought also 
and rubbed np; and the pickles, and preserves, and honey, 
and cheese, and jellies, and white raised biscuit, and fresh 
brown bread, and shredded cabbage, and cranberry sauce, 
with golden butter, and pitchers of cream, were all arranged 
according to Eunice's ideas. The ttirkey was browning 
cicely, and the vegetables were cooking upon the stove. 
Eunice was grinding the coffee, and tbe clock said it wanted 
but half an hour of car-time, when Mrs. Markham finally 
left the kiteben, and proceeded to make her toilet. 

Eunice's had been made some time ago, and the lai^e- 
sized hoop she wore had already upset a pail and dragged 
a griddle from the stove-hearth, greatly to the discomfiture 
of Mrs. Maikham, who did not fancy hoops, though she 
wore a small one this afternoon under her clean and stiffly- 
starched dress of purple calico. 8t. Paul would have made 
her an exception in his restrictions with regard to women's 
apparel, for neither gold nor silver ornaments nor braided 
hair found any tolerance in her. She followed St. Paul 
strictly, except at such times as the good people in the 
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Methodist Ctinrch at the east cud of tlie vilJage lield a 
protracted meetmg, when she deviated so fav from his in- 
junctions as to speak her mind and teli ter experience. 

She was a good and a conscientious woman, believing 
mote in the inner than the outer adorning ; and she loolted 
very neat this afternoon in her purple calico, with a motherly 
white apron tied around her waist, and her soft, silvery hiwr 
combed smoothly back from her forehead, and twisted in a 
knot behind, about the size of a half dollar. This knot, 
however, was hidden by the head-di'esa which Melinda had 
made from bits of black lace and purple ribl>on, and which, 
though not at all like aunt Barbara's Boston caps, was still 
very respectable, and even tasteful-looking. Almost too 
tasteful, Mrs. Markham thought, as she glanced at the tiny 
artificial flower tucked in among the bows of ribbon. But 
Mrs. Markham did not remove the flower, for it was a 
daisy, and it made her think of the Daisy who died four- 
teen years ago, and who, had she lived tiU now, would 
have been twenty-eight. 

" A married woman, most likely, and I might have been 
grandmother," Mrs. Markham sighed ; and then, as she 
hf ard in fancy the patter of little feet at her side, and saw 
before her little faces with a look like Daisy in them, her 
thoughts went softly out to Kichard's bride, through whom 
this coveted blessing might come to her quiet household, 
and her heart throbbed with a quick, sudden yearning for 
the young daughter-in-law, now just alighting at the Olney 
station, for the Eastern traia had come, and James was 
there with the democrat wagon to meet it 
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j^^^aLNEY was a thriving, busy little town, tiumbeiiiig 
1^*2 J five hundred inhabitantB or thereaboutB. It bad 
Irn^in ■ its groceries, its dry-goods stores, and its two 
houses for public worehip, — the Methodist and Presby- 
terian, — while every other Smiday a little band of Episco- 
palians met for their own seryiee in what was eaJled the 
Village Hall, where, during week days, a small select school 
was frequently taught by some Tautee school-mistress. It 
had its post office, too ; and there was talk of a bank after 
the railroad came that way, and roused the people to a state 
of still greater activity. On the whole, it was a pretty 
town, though very different from Chicopee, where the 
bouses slept so aristocratically under the shadow of the old 
elms, which had been growing there since the day when onr 
national indopendence was declared. 

At home Ethelyn's pride had all been centred in Boston, 
and she had eometiines thought contemptuously of Chico- 
pee and its surroundings ; but the farther she travelled west 
the higher Chicopee rose in her estimation, until she found 
herself comparing every prairie village with that rural town 
among the Lills, which seemed to give it dignity, and made 
it so greatly superior to the dead levels of which she was 
getting so weary. She had admired the rolling prairies nt 
first, but, tired and jaded with her long journey, nothing 
looked well to her now, — nothing was like Chicopee, — cer- 
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tainiy not OIney, where the dwellings were so new and tlie 
streets were minus sidewalks. 

Etlielyn had a good view of it as the train approached 
it, and even caught a passing glimpse of the white house 
in the distance which Richard pointed out as home, his 
face lighting up with all the pleasure of a schoolboy as he 
saw the old familiar waymarks and felt that he was home 
at last 

Dropping her veii over her lace, Ethelyii arose to fol- 
low her husband, who, in his eagerness to grasp the hand 
of the tall young man he had seen from the window, 
foi^t to carry her shawl and her satchel, which last being 
upon the car-rack, she tugged at with all her strength, 
and was about crying with vexation at Richard's thought- 
lessness, when Tim Jones, who bad watched her furtively, 
wondering how she and Melind would get along, gallantly 
came to her aid, and taking the satchel down kept it upon 
his arm. 

" Take care of that step. Better let me help you out, 
Dick is so tickled to see Jim that he even forgets his wife, 
I swan I " Tim said, offering to assist her from the train ; 
but mth a feeling of disgust, Ethelyn declined the otfer, 
and turned away from him to meet the curious gaze of the 
young man whom Richard presented as brother James. 

He was younger than his brother by half a dozen years, 
but he looked quite as old, if not older. His face and 
hands were sunburnt and b own h 1 tl es were coarse, 
his pants were tucked into h s tall n ud ly boots, and he 
held in his hands the whip w th wh h h had driven the 
shining bays, now pricking p th a 1 hiud the depot 
and eyeing askance the train ju t b j, nn g to move away. 
The Markhams were all good look no- and James was not 
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an exception. The Olncy girls called him very handsome, 
when on Sunday ho came to church in his best clotbes and 
led the Methodist choir ; but Etheljn only thought him 
rough and coarse, and when he bent down to feisa her she 
drew back haughtily. 

"Etbelyn!" Richard said, in the low, peculiar tone, 
which she had almost unconsciously learned to fear, just as 
she did the dart expression which his hazel eyes assumed 
as he said the single word, " Etholyn I " 

She was afraid of Kichard when he looked and spoli, 
that wa\, and putting up her lips, she permitted the kiss 
which the warm hearted James gave to her He was 
uaturallv more demonstntive than his brother, and more 
susceptible, too , a pietty face would always set hib heait 
to beating snd call out all the gallantry of his mturc 
Wholly unsophisticated, he never dreamed of the gulf 
there was between him and the new sister whom he 
thought so beautiful, — Io\mg her at once, because she was 
so pretty, and befanse she wa' the wife of Dick, their 
household idol He wis moie of a ladies' man thin Eich 
aid, and whtn on then way to the democrat wigon 
they came !■> i patch of mud, through which Etheiyn's 
skirts were trailing, he playfully lifted her in his stiong 
arins, and set her down upon the wagon bos, sajmg, ao he 
adjusted her skirts " "We can t have that prettj dress 
spoiled, the \eiy fiiat day, with Iowa mud. ' 

All this time Tim Jones had been dutifully holding 
the satchel which he now deposited at Ethelyn's feet, and 
then, at James' inyitation, sprang into the hinder part of 
the wagon-bos, and sitting down let hia long limbs dangle 
over the back board, while James sat partly in Richard's 
lap and partly in Ethelyn's. It had been decided that 
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tlie democrat must come down again for t!ie baggage ; 
and so, tbree on a seat, with Tim Jones Lolding on be- 
hind, Ethelyn was driven throngh the town, while face 
after face looked out at her from tbe windows of the 
different dwellings, and comment after comment was made 
upon her pretty little round hat, with its jaunty feather, 
which style had not then penetrated ho far west as OIney. 
Eumors there were of the Eastern ladies wearing hats 
which made them loot at least ten years younger than 
their actnal age; but Ethelyn was the first to caixy the 
fashion to OIney, and she was pronounced very styhsh, 
and veiy girlish, too, by those who watched her curiously 
from behind their curtains and blinds. 

It was the close of a chill October day, and a bank of 
angry clouds hung darkly in the western sky, while the 
autumn wind blew cold across the prwrie ; but colder, 
blacker, chillier far than prairie winds, or threatening 
clouds, or autumnal day was the shadow resting on 
Ethelyn'a heart, and making her almost cry out with lone- 
liness and home-sickness, as she drew near the house where 
the blue paper curtains were hanging before the windows, 
and'Eunice Piympton's face was pressed against the pane. 
The daisies and violets and summer grass were withered 
and dead, and the naked branches of the lilac brushed 
against the house with a moumfnl, rasping sound, which 
reminded her of the tall sign-post in Chicopee, which used 
to creak so in the winter-wind, and keep her Aunt Barbara 
awake To the light of thi* house, and a little in the rear, 
were several hr^,*, square cirn-cribs, and behind these an 
enclosure in which numerous cattle, and hoiges, and pigs 
were industnou'h feeding while the cobs, stripped and 
soiled and muddj were s attered everywhere. Ethelyn 
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took it all in at a glance, exclairoing, in a sniotliered 
voice, as the wagon taraed into tte lane wliioli led to 
the side-doov, " Not here, Eicbard ; surely, not here I " 

But Richard, if he heard her, did not heed her. He 
could not comprehend her utter desolation and crushing 
disappointment. Her imaginings of his home had never 
heen anything lite the reality, and for the moment she 
felt as if in a kind of horrible nightmare, from which she 
atru^led to awake, 

"Oh I if it were only a dream," she thought; bnt it 
was no dream, and as Richard himself lifted her carefully 
from tlie wagon, and deposited her upon the side-stoop, 
there came a mist before her eyes, and for an instant 
sense and feeling forsook her; but only for an instant, for 
the hall-door was thrown open, and Richard's mother came 
out to greet her son and welcome her new daughter. 

But alaa for Ethelyn's visions of heavy silk and costly 
lace ! how they vanished before this woman in purple aUr 
ico, with ruffles of tie same standing up about the throat, 
and the cotton-lace coiffeur upon her head. She was very 
glad to see her boy, and wound both her arms around his 
neck, but she was afraid of Ethelyn. She, too, had had 
her ideal, but it was not like this proud-looking beauty, 
dressed so stylishly, and, as it seemed to her, ao extra- 
vagantly, with her long, full skirt of handsome poplin 
trailing so far behind her, and her basque fitting her 
graceful figure so admirably. Neither did the hat, rolled 
so jauntily on the sides, and giving her a coquettish 
appearance, escape her notice, nor the fact that the dotted 
veil was not removed from the white face, even after 
Richard had put the little plump hand in hers, and 
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" This, mother, is Ethie, my wife. I hope you will love 
each other for my sake." 

Ill her joj at seeing her pet boy again, Mrs. Markham 
would have done a great deal for bis sake, but she could 
not " kiss a veil," as she afterwards said to Melinda Jones, 
and so she only held and pressed Ethelyn's hand, and 
leading her into the house, t«ld her she was very welcome, 
and bade her come to the Are and take off her tlin^, and 
aslted if she was not tired, aad cold and hungry 

And Etheljti tried to answer, but the sieat lumps were 
swelling in her throat, and so ketn a pain was tugging at 
her heart that when at last, astonished at her sili-nce, 
Eicliard sMd, " What is the mattei, Ethie — why don't you 
answer mother!" she burst out in a pititul crj 

"Oh, Eichard, I can't, I can't; please take me back to 
Aunt Barbara." 

This was the crisis, the concentration of all she had 
been suffering for the last hour, and it touched Mrs. Mark- 
ham's heart, for she remembered just bow wretched she 
had beeu when she first landed at the rude log cabin, 
which was so long her Western home, and turning to 
Richard, she said, in an aside, 

" She is homesick, poor child, as it's natural she should 
be at first She'll be bettei by anl hj s< don't think 
stiange <.f it She seemi ver> young 

In leferiing to hi,r youth Mri Markham meant nothing 
derogatory to her Hu£,hter m law SI e w^ findii ^ an 
e\ use kr her ciyu:; and did not mean th»t Ethelyn 
aioul 1 h ar But she did hear and the hot tears were 
Ushed aside at once '^he w is t ) pr nd to be petted or 
] if roni?ed b^ Mr Mirkharo or apologize 1 foi by her so 
she dne 1 hei eyes, and lifting up hei hea] said proudly 
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" T am tired to-iiigbt, and my Lead ia acliing bo hard 
that I lost my self-control, I beg you will excuse me. 
Richard knows me too well to need an excuse." 

A born duchess could not have assumed a loftier air, 
and in some perplexity Mrs. Markham glanced from her to 
Eichard, as if asking what to do next Fortunately for all 
parties, John just tteu came in and approached his uew 
sister with some little hesitation. He had heard Tim 
Jones' verdict, " Stuck up as the Old Nick," while even 
cautious James had admitted his fears that Dick had made 
a mistake, and taken a wife who would never fit into their 
ways. And this was why he was so late with his welcome. 
He had crept up the hack stairs, and donned his best neck- 
tie, and changed his heavy hoots for a pair of shoes, aud 
put on another coat and vest. He was all right now, and 
he shook hands with his new sister, and asked if she was 
pretty vrell, and told her she was welcome, and then step- 
ped back for Andy, who had been making his toilet when 
the bride arrived, and so was also late with his congratu- 
lations. 



CHAPTER Vni. 



BNDY was a character in his way. A fall from his 
horse upon the ground had injured his head when 
was a boy, and since that time he had teen 
what his mother called a little queer, while the neighbors 
spoke of him as simple Andy, or Mri. Markham's half-wit, 
who did the work of a girl and knit all bis own socks. He 
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was next to Richard in point of age, but lie looked yoanger 
than either of his bi-others, for his face was round and fair, 
and smooth as a girl's. It is true that every Sunday of his life 
Le made a great parade with lather and shaving-cup, standing 
before the glass in his shirt-sleevea, just as the other boya 
did, and flourishing his razor around his white throat and 
beardless face, to the great amusement of any one who 
.chanced to see him for the first time. 

Tn hia younger days, when tkc tavern at the Cross Roads 
was just opened, Andy had been a sore trial to both mother 
and brothers; and many a night, when the rain and sleet 
were driving across the prairies, Richard had left the warm 
fireside and gone out in the storm after the erring Andy, 
who had more than once been found by the roadside, with 
his hat jammed into every conceivable shape, his face 
scratched, and a tell-tale smell about hia breath which con- 
tradicted his assertion " that somebody had knocked him 

Andy had been intemperate, and greatly given to what 
the old Colonel in Chicopee had designated as "busts;" 
but since the time when the church missionary, young Mr. 
Townsend, had come to Olney, and held his first service in 
the log school-house, Andy had ceased to frequent the 
Cross Roads tavern, and Richard went no more in the 
autumnal storms to look for his wayward brother. There 
was something in the beautiful simplicity of the church 
service which went straight to Andy's heart, and more than 
all, there was something in Mr. Townsend's voice, and 
manner, and face, which touched a responsive chord in the 
breast of the boyish Andy, and when at last the bishop 
eame to that section of Iowa, his hands were first laid in 
blessing on the bowed head of Andy, who knelt to receive 
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tlie rito of coiifimiation in the presence of a lai^e concoui-sc 
of people, to most of whom tlie service and ceremOTiy were 
eiitite'.y new, 

"While rejoicing and thanking God for the change, which 
slie felt was wholly sincere, Mrs. Martham had deeply de- 
plored the pertinacity with which Andy had clung to his re- 
solve to join " Mr, Townsend's church or none," She did 
not doubt Mr, Townsend's piety or Andy's either, but she 
donbted the Episcopalians generally, because they did not 
require of their members more than God himself requires, and 
it hurt her sore that Andy should go with them ratherthan 
to her church across the brook, where Father Aberdeen 
preached. Andy believed in Mr. Townsend, and in time 
he came to believe heart and aonl in the church doctrines 
as taught by him, and the beautiful consistency of his daily 
life was to his mother like a constant and powerful ai^u- 
ment in fevor of the church to which he belonged, while to 
his brothers it was a powerful argument in favor of the re- 
ligion he professed. 

That Andy Markham was a Christian no one doubted. 
It showed itself in every act of his life ; it shone in his 
beaming, good-natured face, and made itself heard in the 
touching pathos of his voice, when he repeated aloud in his 
room the prayers of his church, saying to his mother, 
when she objected that his prayers were made up before- 
hand, " And for the land's sake, ain't the sams and kims, 
which are nothing but prayers set to music,.made up be- 
forehand ) A pretty muss you'd have of it if everybody 
should strike out for himself a singin' his own words just 
as they popped into his head." 

Mrs. Markham was not convinced, but she let Andy alone 
after that, simply remarking that " the Frayer-Book would 
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not alwaja answer the purpose; there would eoine a time 
when just what he wanted was not tljore." 

Andy was willing to wait till that time came, trusting to 
Mr. Townsend to find for him some way of escape ; and so 
the matter dropped, and he was free to read his prayers as 
much as he pleased. lie had heard from Richard that his 
new sister was of his way of thinking, — that though not a 
member of the church except by baptism, she was an Epis- 
copalian, and would be married by that form. 

It was strange how Andy's great, waim heart went out 
toward Ethelyn after that. He was sure to like her; and 
on the evening of the bridal, when the clock struck nine, 
he had taken his tallow candle to his room, and opening 
his prayer-boot at the marriage ceremony, had read it care- 
fully through, even to the saying, " I, Richard, take thee, 
Ethelyn," Ac, kneeling at the proper time, and aft«r he 
was throngb, even venturing to improvise a prayer of hia 
own, in which he asked, not that Ethelyn might be happy 
with his brother, — there was no doubt on that point, for 
Richard was perfect in his estimation, — but that old Dick 
might be happy with her, — that he, Andy, might do hia 
whole duty by her, and that, if it was right to aat it, she 
might bring him something from that femous Boston, 
which seemed to him like a kind of paradise, and also that 
she need not at once discover thathe did not know as mucli 
as old Dick. 

This was Andy's prayer, which te had confessed to Mr. 
Townsend ; and now, all shaven and shorn, with his best 
Sunday coat, and a large bandanna in his hand, he came in 
to greet his sister. It needed but a glance for Ethelyn to 
know the truth, for Andy's face told what he was ; but 
there was something so kind in his expression and so win- 
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ning in his voice, as he called her " Sister Ethie," that she 
unbent to him aa she had anl)ent to no one else ; and when 
he stooped to tiss her, she did not draw back as she had 
from James aiid John, but promptly put up her lips, and 
only winced a little at the second loud, hearty smack which 
Andy gave her, his great moatli leaving a wet spot on her 
cheet, which she wiped with her handkerchief. 

Richard had dreaded the meeting between his polished 
wife and his simple brother more than anything else, and 
several times iie had tried to prepare Ethelyn for it, but he 
could not bring himself to aay, " Andy is foolish ; " for 
when he tried to do it Andy's pleading face came up before 
him just as it looked on the morning of his departure from 
home in June, when Andy had said to him, "Don't toU 
her what a shaller critter I am. Let Ler find it out by her 
learning." 

So Richard had said nothing particular of Andy ; and 
now he watched him anxiously to see the impression he 
was making, and, as he saw Ethelyn's manner, be marvelled 
greatly at this new phase in her disposition. She did not 
feel half so desolate after seeing Andy, and she let him hold 
her hand, which he stroked softly, admiring its whiteness, 
and evidently comparing it with his own. All tbe Mark- 
hams had lai^ hands and feet, just as they were all good- 
looking. Even Andy had his points of beauty, for his 
soft, brown hair wa# handsomer, if possible, than Eiehard's, 
and more lusuriant, while many a city dandy might have 
coveted his white, even teeth, and hia dark eyes were very 
placid and gentle in their expression. 

" Little sister," he called Ethelyn, who, though not very 
short in stature, seemed to him so mnch younger than he 
had expected Dick's wife to be, that he applied the term 
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"little" as he would to anything which he wished to 

Ethelyn's hat was laid aside hy this time, and the has- 
quine, too, which Andy thought the prettiest eoat he had 
ever seen, and which Eunice, who was hidden to carry 
Ethelyn's things away, tried on before the glass in Ethe- 
lyn's chamher, as she did also the hat, deeiding that 
Mclinda Jones could make lier something hke them out of 
a gray skirt she had at home and one of Tim's palm-leaf 



CEAPTER IX. 

DlrCNBB, AND AFTER IT, 

lc(™^«j| TJ NIC E had not fully seen the stranger, and when 
|c ^Mm dinner was an.nounced and Richard led her out, 
|Wi«sii)]| with Andy hovering at her side, she stood ready 
to be introduced, with the little speech she had been re- 
hearsing about " I hope to see you well," ifec, trembling on 
the tip of her tongue. But her plana were seriously dis- 
arranged. Sis months before Richard would have pre- 
sented her himself, as a matter of course ; but he had 
learned some things since then, and he tried not to see his 
mother's meaning look as she glanced from him to Eunice 
and then to Etholyn, whose proud bearing awed and abashed 
even her. Eunice, however, had been made quite too nmch 
of to be wholly ignored now, and Mrs. Markham felt com- 
pelled to say, " Ethelyn, this — this is — Eunice — Eunice 
Ply mp ton." 

That Eunice Plymptoii was the hired girl Ethelyn did 
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not for a moment dream ; but that slie was coarse and 
vulgar, like the rest of Richard's family, she at once de- 
cided, and if she bowed at all, it was not perceptible to 
Eunice, who mentally resolved " to go home in the morn- 
ing if such a proud minx was to live there." 

Mrs. Markham saw the gathering storm, and Richard 
knew by the drop of her chin that Etholyn had not made a 
good impression. How could she, with that proud, cold 
loot^ which never for an instant loft her face, but rather 
deepened in its expression as the dinner proceeded, and 
one after the other Mrs. Markham and Eunice left the 
table in quest of something that was missing, while Andy 
himselfi being nearest the Htchen, went to bring a pitchei 
of hot water for Ethelyn's coffee, lifting the kettle with 
the skirt of his coat, and snapping his fingers, which were 
slightly burned with the scalding steam. From the posi- 
tion she occupied at the table Eihelyn saw the whole per- 
foniiauce, and had it been in any other house she would 
have smiled at Andy's grotesque appearance as he con- 
verted his coatskirts ioto a holder ; but now it only sent a 
colder chill to her heart as she refiected that these were 
Eichard's people and this was Richard's home. Sadly and 
vividly there arose before her visions of dear Aunt Bar- 
bara's household, where Betty served so quietly, and where, 
except that they were upon a smaller scale, everything was 
as well and properly managed as in Mrs. Dr. Van Buren's 
family. It was several horn's since she had tasted food, but 
she could scarcely swallow a morsel for the terrible home- 
sick feeling swelling in her throat. She knew the viands 
before her were as nicely cooked as even Aunt Barbara or 
Betty could have cooked them,— so much she conceded to 
Mrs. Markhaiti and Eunice; but had her life depended 
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upon it she could not liave eatoD them, and the plate which 
James Lad filled so plentifully scarcely diminished at all. 
She did pick a little with her fork at the white, tender 
turkey, and tried to drink her coffee, but the pain in her 
head and the pain at her heart wore both too great to 
allow of her doing more, and Mrs. Markham and Eunice 
both felt a growing contempt for a dainty thing who could 
not eat the dinner thoy had been at ao much pains to pre- 

Ethelyn knew their opinion of her as well as if it had 
been expressed in words ; but she fancied tHem so far be- 
neath her that whatsoever they might tliink was not of the 
slightest consequence. They were an ignorant set, the 
whole of them, she mentally decided, as she watched their 
manners at table, noticing how James and John poured their 
cottee into their saucers, blowing it until it was coo!, whila 
Richard, feehng more freedom now that he was agMn under 
his mother's wing, used his knife altogether, even to eating 
jelly with it. Indeed, it might be truly said of him that 
" Richard was himself again," for his whole manner was 
that of a petted child, which, having returned to the mother 
who spoiled it, had cast off the restraint under which for a 
time it had been laboring. Richard was hungiy, and would 
have enjoyed hia dinner hugely, but for the cold, silent 
woman beside him, who, he knew, was watching and ci'iti- 
cising all he did ; bat at home he did not cai-e so much for 
her criticisms as when alone with her at fashionable hotels 
or with fashionable people. Here he was supreme, and 
none had ever disputed his will. Perhaps if Ethelyn had 
known all that was in his heart she might have changed her 
tactics and tried to have been more conciliatory oa that 
first evening of her arrival at his home. Bat Ethelyn did 
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not know, — she only felt that she was homesick and 
wretched, — and pleading a headache, from which she was 
really suffering, she asked to go to her roor^ as soon as 
dinner was over. 

It was very pleasant np there, for a cheerful wood-fire was 
blazing on the hearth, and a rocking-chair drawn up before 
it, with a footstool which Andy had made and Melinda 
covered ; while the bed in the little room adjoining looted 
so fresh, and clean, and inviting, that with a great sigh of 
relief, as the door closed between her and the " dreadful 
people below," Ethelyn threw herself upon it, and burying 
her face in the soft pillows, tried to smother the sobs which, 
nevertheless, smote heavily upon fiichard's ear when he 
came in, and drove from him all thoughts of the little lec- 
ture he had been intending to give Ethelyn touching her 
deportment toward bia family. It would only be a fair re- 
turn, he reflected, for all the Caudles he had listened to so 
patiently ; and duly strengthened for his task by his mother's 
remark to James, accidentally overheard, "Altogether too 
fine a lady for us. I wonder what Ridiard was thinking 
of," he mounted the stairs, resolved at lesat to talk with 
Ethie and ask her to do better. 

Richard could be very stem when he tried, and the hazel 
of his eye was darker than usual, and the wrinkle between 
his eyebrows was deeper as he thus meditated harm against 
his offending wife. Bat the sight of the crushed form 
lying so helplessly upon the bed, and crying in such a 
grieved, heart-sick way, drove all thoughts of discipline 
from his mind. He could not add one iota to her misery. 
She might be cold, and proud, and even rude to his family, 
as she unquestionably had been, but she was still Ethie, his 
young wife, whom he loved so dearly ; and bending over 
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her, he smoothed the silken bands of her beautiful hair and 
said to her softly, " What h it, darling ? Anything worse 
than home-sickness ! Has any one injured you ? " 

No one h 1 1 1 h th t y II h d met, 

or tried tomth tlkd^ whi 1 h h i thrust 
back upon th Eth Ij k th 11 ne ; 

and Hi's, M kh 1 g 1 d h d ally 

wiping her j vith th t th h k p a. she 

thought how 11 h t bl h d b th wn w j pon a 
proud, ungnt t I g 1 Id t th k 1 f Eth than 

Ethie thought f h If Tl f m ly n t and 

ill bred, assh td dUbdi b tthey 

did mean to be kind to her, and she hated herself for her 
ingratitude in not at least seeming pleased with their en- 
deavors to please her. Added to this was a vague remera- 
hrance of a certain look seen in Richard's eye, — a look 
which made her uneasy as she thought, " What if he should 
hate me too ! " 

Richard was all Ethelyn had to cling to now. She re- 
spected, if she didnotlove him, and when she heard his step 
upon the stdrs, her heart, for an instant, throbbed with dread 
lest he was coming to chide her as she deserved. When, 
then, he bent so kindly over her, and spote to her so ten- 
derly, aU her bettor nature went out toward him in a sud- 
den gush of something akin to love, and lifting her head, 
she laid it upon his bosom, and drawing his arm around her 
nock, held it there with a sense of protection, while she said, 
" No one has injured me ; but, oh, I am so homesick, and 
they are all so different, and my head aches so hard," 

He knew she was homesick, and it was natural that she 
should be; and he knew, to^, that, as she said, they were 
" so different," and though on this point he could not fully 
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appreciate her feelings lie was sorry for Ler, and he aoothed 
her aching head, and tisscd her forehead, and told her she 
was tired; she would feel better by and by, and get ac- 
customed to their ways: aud when, as he said this, he felt 
the shiver with which she repelled the assertion, he re- 
pressed his inclination to tell her that she could at least 
conceal her averaon to whatever was disagreeable, and 
kissing her again, bade her lie down and try to sleep, as 
that would help her sooner than anything else, unless it 
were a cup of sage tea, such as his iDOther used to mate 
for him when his head was aching. Should he send Eunice 
up with a cup ! 

" No ; oh, no I " and Ethelyn's voice expressed the disgnst 
she felt for the young lady with red streamers iu her hair, 
who had stared so at her and called her husband Richard. 

Ethelyn had not yet defined Eunice's position in the 
family, — whether it was tliat of cousin, or nioce, or com- 
panion, — and now that Richard had su^ested her, she said 
to him, 

" Who is this Eanice that seems so familiar ? " 

Richard hesitated a little and then replied, 

" She is the girl who worts for mother when we need 

" Not a hired girt, — surely not a hired girl 1 " and Ethelyn 
opened her brown eyes wide with anrprise and indignation, 
wondering aloud what Aunt Sophie would say if she hnew 
she had eaten with and been introduced to a hired girl. 

Richard did not say, " Aunt Sophie be hanged, or be — 
anything," but he thought it, just as he thought Ethelyn's 
ideas peculiar and over-nice. Eunice Plympton was a 
le, trusty girl, and ] i believed in doing well for 
who did well for him ; but that was no time to argne 
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tlie point, and so he sat still and listened to Ettelyn's com- 
plaint that Eunice had called him Eichard, and would nn- 
doabtedly on the morrow address her as Etiielyn. Richard 
thought not, but he changed bis mind when, fifteen minutes 
later, he descended to the Idtehen and heard Eunice asking 
Andy if he did not think '■'■Ethelyn looked like the Me- 
thodist miniater'a new wife," 

Tliis was an offence which even Richard could not suffer 
to pass unrebttked ; and sending Andy out on some pretest or 
other, he said that to Eunice Ply mpton which made her more 
carefa! as to what she called his wife, hut he did it so kindly 
that she could not be offended with him, though she was 
'strengthened in her opinion that "Miss Ethelyn was a 
stuck-np, an upstart, and a hateful. Supposin' she had been 
waited on all her life, and brought up delicately, as Richard 
said, that was no reason why she need feel so big, and above 
speaking to a poor girl when she was introduced." She 
guessed that " Eunice Plympton was fully as respectable and 
quite as much thought on by the neighbors, if she didn't 
■wear a frock-coat and a man's hat with a green feather stuck 
in it." 

This was the substance of Eunice's soliloquy, as she 
cleaned the potatoes for the morrow's breakfast, and laid 
the Mndlings by the stove, ready for the morning fire 
Still Eunice was not a bad-hewted girl, and when Andy, who 
heard her mutteriags, put in a plea tor Ethelvn, who he 
said " had never been so far away trom home before, and 
whose head was aching enough fo split," she began to 
'relent, and proposed of her own accord to take up to the 
great lady a foo1>-bath, together with hot w^ter for her 

It was so long since Enhard had bim at home, and 
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there was so much to hear of what had happened during 
his absence, that instead of going back to Ethelyn he 
yielded to his mother's wish that he should stay with her ; 
and sitting down in his arm-chair by the blazing fire, he 
found it so pleasant to be flattered and caressed, and 
deferred to again, that he was in some danger of forgetting 
the young wife who was thus left to the tender mercies of 
Andy and Eunice Plympton. Andy had caught eagerly at 
Eunice's suggestion of the foot-bath, and offered to carry it 
up himself^ while Eunice followed with her towels and basin 
of hot water. It never occurred to either of them to knock 
for admittance, and Ethelyn was obliged to endure tlieir 
presence, which she did at first with a shadow on her 
brow ; but when Andy asked so pleadingly that she try 
the hot water, and Eunice joined her entreaties with his, 
Ethelyn consented, and lay very quiet while Eunice 
Plympton bathed the aching head and smoothed the long, 
bright hair, which both she and Andy admired bo much ; 
for Andy, when he found that Ethelyn declined the foot- 
bath, concluded to remain awhile, and sitting down before 
the fire, he scrutinized the form and features of his new 
fcister, and made remarks upon the luxuriant tresses which 
Eunice combed so carefully. 

It was something to have the homage of even such sub- 
jects aa these, and Ethelyn's heart grew softer aa tlie pain 
gradually snhsided beneath Eunice's meameric touch, and 
she answered graciously the questions propounded as to 
whether that sack, or gwiatrcoat, or whatever it was called, 
which she wore around her, was the very last style, how 
much it took to cut it, and if Miss Markham had the pattern. 
On being told that " Miss Markliam " had not the pat- 
tern, Eunice presumed Melinda Jonea could cut one ; and 
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then, wHIe the cooled water was heating on the coals 
which Andy raked out upon the hearth, Eunice asked if 
she might just ti'y on the " jJosquine " and let Miss Mark- 
ham SCO how she looked in it. 

For a moment Ethelyu hesitated, hut Eunice had been 
so kind, and made her request so timidly, that she could 
not well refuse, and gave afeint assent. But she was spared 
the trial of seeing her basquine strained over Eunice's buxom 
figure by the entrance of RichM'd, who came to say tbat Eu- 
nice was wanted by his mother, and also that Melinda Jones 
was in the parlor below, and had asked to see his wife. 
In spite of all Tim had said about madam's airs, and his 
advice that Meh da shoul 1 keep awaj that j oiing lady 
had ventared up n a all, tl nki a her int macy with the 
family would excuse any unseen ly 1 a to a d th iking 
too, it may he that \ o hlj Mrs R haid Markham 
would be glad to k ow there w s so ne one n 01 ev more 
like the people to whom she had been a cu tomed than 
Mrs. Markha so lor and her handmi d Eun ce Plympton. 
Melinda's toilet hal loen naie w tb i d rect reference to 
what Mrs. Etheljn w Id th nk of t, a d she was looking 
very well leed her graj dress a d sack w th plain 
straw-hat a d gro r bi o wh ch 1 atmo zed well with 
her high-col red h ek B t M 1 nda s pa s had been for 
naught, just as Kchirl teired when she asked if 'Mi-a. 
Markham' wis to t red t see her 

Richard wis alad to see Mel la, an I Mel la w as glad 
to see Richard, — so ^^1 d that she a e h m hea ty kiss, 
prefacing the act y th the remirJi I ca kiss yo now 

Richard liked the k si a d 1 ked Mel da s t ank open 
manaer, which had n t othu g Vaii. Sitr n sh aa he sa- 
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cretly termed the studied elegance of Mrs. liichard Mart- 
iam's style. Meliiida was natural, aiid he promptly kissed 
ter back, feeling that in doing so he was guilty of nothing 
wrong, for he would Lave done the same had Ethelyn been 
present. She had a terrible headaclie, he s^d, in answer 
to Melinda's inquiry, and perhaps sbe did not feel able lo 
come down. He would see. 

The hot water and Eunice's bathing had done Etkelyn 
good, and, with the exception that she was very pale, she 
looked bright and handsome, as she lay upon the pillows 
with herloose hair formingadart, glossy frameabout her face. 

"You are better, Ethle," Richard said, bending over her, 
and playfully lifting her heavy hair. " Enniee has done 
you good. She's not so bad, after all." 

" Eunice is well enough in her place," was Ethelyn's 
reply ; and then there was a pause, while Richard wondered 
how he should introduce Mehnda Jones. 

Perhaps it was vain in him, but he really fencied that 
the name of Jones was distasteful to Ethelyn, just as the 
Van Buven name would have been more distasteful to him 
than it already was, had he known of Frank's love affair; 
and to a certain extent he was right. Ethelyn did dislike 
to hear of the Joneses, and her brow grew cloudy at once 
when Richard said, bninglingly, and as if it were not at all 
what he had come up to say—" Oh, don't you remember 
hearing me speak of Melinda Joiics, whom I hoped you 
wonSd like ! She is very kind to mother ; we all think a 
great deal of her; and though she knows it ia rather soon 
to call, she has come in for a few minutes, and would like 
to see you. I should he so glad if you would go down, for 
it will gratify her, I know ; and I really think we owe her 
something, she has always been so kind." 
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But Ethelyn was too tired, and lier head ached too hard 
to see visitors, she said; and hesides that, "Miss Jones 
ought to Lave known that it was not proper to call so soon. 
None bat a very intimate friend could presume upon such 
a thing.", 

" And Melinda is an intimate friend," Richard answered, 
a little warmly, as he left his wife and went back to Melin- 
da with the message that " some time Ethelyn would be 
happy to make Miss Jones' acquaintance, but to-night she 
must be excused, as she was too tired to come down." 

All this time Andy had been standing with his back to 
tbe fire, his coat^kirts taken up in his arms, his light, soft 
hat on his head, and his ears taking in al! that was traii- 
spiring, Andy regarded his stylish sister-in-law as a very 
dioioe gem, which was not to be handled too roughly, but 
he was not afraid of her; he was seldom afraid of any- 
body; and when Richard was gone be walked boldly up 
to Ethelyn and said — 

"I don't want to be meddlesome, but 'peara to me if 
you'd spoke out your feelings to Dick, you'd said, ' Tell 
Melinda Jones I don't want to see her, neither to-night nor 
any time.' Mebby I'm mistaken ; but honest, do you want 
to see Melinda ! " 

Tliere was something so straightforward in his manner 
that, witbout being the least offended, Ethelyn replied — 

"No, I do not. I am sure I should not like her if she 
at all resembles her brother, that terrible Timothy." 

Andy did not know that there was anything so very ter- 
rible about Tim. He liked him because he gave him such 
nice chews of tobacco, and was always so ready to lend a 
helping hand in hog-killing time, or when a horse was sick ; 
neither had be ever heard him called Timothy before, and 
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the name sounded oddly ; but he classed it with tlie fine 
wavs of his new sister, who called him Anderson, though 
he so much wished she wouldn't. It sounded as if she did 
not like him ; but he said nothing on that subject now, — 
he merely adhered to the Jones question, and, without de- 
fending Tim, replied — 

" &als are never much like their brothers, I reckon. 
Tbey are softer, and finer, and neater; leastways oiir Daisy 
was as different from ua as different could be, and Melinda 
is different from Tim. She's been to Camden high-school, 
and has got a book that she talks French out of ; and didn't 
you ever see that piece that she wrote about Mr. Baldwin's 
boy, wbo fell from the top of the chm'cli when it was build- 
ing, and was scrushed to death? It was printed, all in 
rhyme, in the Camden Sentinel, and Jim has a copy of it 
in his wallet, 'long with a lock of Melinda's hair. I tell 
you she's a team." 

Andy was warming up with his subject, and finding 
Ethelyn a good listener, he continued — 

" I want you to like her, and I b'lieve you orter, for if 
it hadn't been for her this room wouldn't of been fixed up 
as 'tis. Melinda coaxed mother to buy the carpet, and 
the curlings, and to put your bed in there. Why, that 
was the meal-room, where you be, and we used to keep 
the beans there too ; bat Melinda stuck-to til! mother 
moved the chest and the bags, and tihen we got some 
paint, and me and the boys, and Melinda painted, and 
worked, hopin' all the time that you'd he pleased, as I 
guess you be. We wanted to have you like us." 

And simple-hearted Andy drew near to Ethelyn, who 
was softened more by what he said than she could hare 
been by her husband's most uigent appeal. The thonght 
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of the people to whom she had been so eoM, and rude, 
TTorkingandplanningfor her comfort, touched a very trader 
chord, and had Richard then requested her to go down, it 
is very possible she might have done so ; but it was too 
late now, and aftev Andy left hec she lay pondering what 
he had said, and listening to the sound of voices which 
came up to her from the parlor directly beneath her room, 
where James, and John, and Andy, and the mother, with 
Melinda and Eunice, were talking to Richand, who was 
eoDscious of a greater feeling of content, sitting there in 
their midst again, than he had Itnown in many a day, 
Melinda had been more than disappointed at Mrs. Richard's 
non-appearance, for aside from a curiosity to see tlie great 
lady, there was a desire to be able to report that she had 
seen her to other females equally curioas, whom she would 
next day meet at church. It would have added somewhat 
to her Relf-complacciiey as well as importance in their eyes, 
could she have quoted Mrs. Riehard's saying, and described 
Mrs. Richard's dress, the very first day after her arrival It 
would look as if the intimacy, which many predicted would 
end with Mrs. Ethelyn's coming, was only cemented the 
stronger ; hot no such honor was in store for her. Etiielyn 
declined commg down, and with a good Immored smile 
Melinda said she was quite excusable ; and then, untying her 
bonnet, she laid it aside, just as she did the indescribable 
air of stifi'ness she had wora while expecting Mrs. Richard. 
How merrily they all laughed and chatted together ! and 
how handsome James' eyes grew as they rested admiringly 
upon the sprightly girl, who, perfectly conscious of his gaze, 
never looked at him, but confined her attention wholly to 
Richard, until Andy asked " if they could not have a bit 
of a tune.' 
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Then, for the first time, Richard diacovei-ed that Ethe- 
lyii's piano had been unpacked, and was now standing be- 
tween the south windows, directly under Daisy's picture. 
It was open, too, and the sheet of music upon the rack told 
that it had been used. Eichard did not care for himself, 
but he was afraid of what Ethelyn might say, and wondered 
why she had not spoken of the liberty they had taken. 

Ethelyn had not observed the piano ; or if slie had she 
paid no attention tfl it. Accustomed as she had always 
been to seeing one in the room, she would have misaed its 
absence more than she noticed its presence. But when, as 
she lay half dozing and thinking of Aunt Barbara, the old 
femiliar air of " Monymusk," played with a moat ener- 
getic hand, came to her ear, she started, for she knew the 
tone of ber own instrument, — knew, too, that Melicda 
Jones' hands were sweeping the keys, — and all that Me- 
linda Jones had done for her comfort was forgotten in the 
deep resentment which heated her blood, and flashed her 
cheek as she listened to " Old Zip Coon," which followed 
"Monymusk," a shufBing sound of feet telling that some- 
body's boots were keeping time after a very unorthodox: 
feishion. Next came a song, — " Old Folks at Home,"— and 
in spite of her resentment Ethelyn found herself listening 
intently as James' rich, deep bass, and John's clear tenor, 
and Andy's alto joined in the chorus with Melinda'a full 
soprano. The Markham boys were noted for tjieir fine 
voices; and even Richard had once assisted at a public 
concert; hut to-night he did not sing, — his thoughts were 
too intent upon the wife up-staira and what she might be 
thinking of the performance, and he was glad when the 
piano was closed and Melinda Jones had gone. 

It was later than he supposed, and the clock pointed to 
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almost eleven when lie at last said good-night to his mother 
and went, with a half-guiity feeling, to bis room. Bnt there 
v-'ere no ehidings in store for him ; for, wearied with her 
journey, and soothed by the music, Ethelyn had forgotten 
all her cares and lay quietly sleeping, with one hand be- 
neath her cheefc and the other resting outside the white 
eotinterpane. Ethie was very pretty in her sleep, and tiie 
proud, restless look abont her niouth was gone, leaving an 
expresaion. more like a child's than like a girl of eighteen. 
And Richard, looking at her, felt supremely happy that she 
was his, forgetting al! of the past which had been unpleas- 
ant, and thinking only that be was blessed above hia fel- 
low-mortals that he could call the beautiful girl before Mm 
hia Ethelyn, — his wife. 



CHAPTER X. 



[SjggglHERE were a great many vacant seats in the 
^^1 Methodist Church the morning following Ethe. 
i JHi3Ta | lyn's arrival, while Mr. Townseod was surprised 
at the size of his congregation. It was generally known 
that Mrs. Judge Markham waa an Episcopalian, and as she 
virould of course patronize the Village Hall, the young peo- 
ple of Olney were there en masse, eager to see the bride. 
But their curiosity was not gratified. Ethelyn waa too 
tired to gi> out, Andy said, when questioned on the subject, 
while Eunice Plympton, who was also of Andy's f^th, and 
an attendant at the Village Hall, added the very valuable 
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piece of information that " Miss Markham's breakfast liad 
been taken to lier, and tliat when sIib (EniAice) came away 
she was still in bed, or at aU events Lad not made her ap- 
pearance below," This, together with Eunice's assertion 
that she was handsome, and Tim Jones' testimony that she 
was " mighty stuck np, but awfal neat," was all the disap- 
pointed Olnejites heard of Mrs. Richard Markham, who, as 
Eunice reported, had breakfasted in bed, and was still lying 
there when the one hell in Olney rang out its Hummons for 
church. She did not pretend to be sick,— only tired and 
languid, and indisposed for any exertion ; and theu it was 
so much nicer taldng herbreatfast from the little tray cov- 
ered with the snowy towel which Richard brought her, than 
it was to go down stairs and encounter all "those dteadfiil 
people," as she mentally styled Richard's family; so she 
begged for indulgence this once, and Richard could not re- 
fuse hev request, and excused her to hb mother, who said 
nothing, but whose fece wore an expression which Richard 
did not like. 

Always strong and healthy herself, Mrs. Markham bad 
but little charity for neirous, delicate people, and she de- 
voutly hoped that Bichard's wife would not prove to be 
one of that sort. When the dishes were washed, and the 
floor swept, and the broom hung up in its place, and the 
sleeves of the brown, dotted calico rolled down, she went 
herself to see Ethelyn, her quick eye nolieing the elaborate 
night-gown, with its dainty tucks and expensive embroidery, 
and her thoughts at once leaping forward to ironing-day, 
with the wonder who was to do np such finery. " Of 
course, though, she'll see to such things herself," was her 
mental conclusion ; and then she proceeded to question 
Ethelyn as to what was the matter, aud where she felt the 
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worst. A person w'ho did not come down to breakfast 
must either be aick or very babyish and notional, and aa 
Etbelvn did not pretend to much indisposition, the good 
woman naturally concluded that she was "hjpoej," and 
pitied her boy accordingly. 

Ethelyn readily guessed the opinion her mother-in-law 
was forming of her, and could hardly steady her voice suffi- 
ciently to answer her questions or repress her tears, which 
gushed forth the moment Mrs, Martham had left the room, 
and she was alone with Eicbard. Poor Richard ! it was a 
novel position in which he found himself, — th^t of mediator 
between his mother and his wife ; but be succeeded very well, 
soothing and caressing the latter, until when, at three 
o'clock in the afternoon, the bountiful dinner was ready, be 
had the pleasure of taking her down stairs, looking very 
beautiful in her handsome black silt, and the pink coral 
ornaments Aunt Barbara had given her. There was noth- 
ing gaudy about her dress ; it was in perfect taste, and 
very plain too, as she thought, even if it was trimmed with 
lace and bngles. But she could not help feeling that it was 
out of keeping when James, and John, and Eunice stared 
so at her, and Mrs. Markhara asked if she hadn't better tie 
on an apron for fear she might get something on her. 
With ready alacrity Eunice, who fencied her young mis- 
tress looked like a queen, ran for ter own clean, white 
apron, which she offered to the lady. 

But Ethelyn dechned it, saying, " My napkin is all that 
I shall require," 

Mrs, Markham, and Eunice, and Andy glanced at each 
other. NapVins were a luxury in whicb Mrs, Markhara 
had never indulged. She knew they were common in al- 
most every family of her acquaintance ; but she did not 
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see of what use tbey were, except to make more washing, 
and as ler standard of things was the stiindard of tliirty 
years back, she was not easily convinced ; and even Me- 
iinda Jones had failed on the napkin question. Ethelyu 
had been too much excited to obaeive their absence the 
previous night, and she uow spoke in all sincerity, never 
dreaming that there was not such au article in the house. 
But there ■naa a small square towel of the finest liuen, and 
sacred to the memory of Daisy, who had hemmed it herself 
and worked her name in the corner. It was lyiug in the 
drawer now, with her white cambric dress, and, at a whis- 
pered word from her mistress, Eunice brought it out and 
laid it in Ethelyn's lap, while Eichai'd's face grew crimson 
as he began to think that possibly his mother might be a 
very little behind the times in her household arraiigomeuts. 
Ethelyn's appetite had improved since the previous night, 
and she did ample justice to the well-cooked dinner ; but 
her spirits were ruffled again when, on returning to her 
room an hour or so after dinner, she found it in the same 
disorderly condition in which she had left it. Ethelyn had 
never taken charge of her own room, for at Aunt Barbara's 
Betty had esteemed it a privilege to wait upon her young 
mistress, while Aunt Van Buren would have been horror- 
stricken at the idea of any one of her guests making their 
own bed. Mrs. Markham, on the contrary, could hardly 
conceive of a lady too fine to do that service for herself, 
and Eunice was not the least to blame for omitting to do 
what she bad never been told wa'i her duty. A few words 
from Richard, however, and the promise of an extra quar- 
ter per week, made that matter all right; and neither Betty 
nor Mrs, Dr. Van Buren's trained chambermaid, Mag, had 
ever entered into the clearing-up process with greater zeal 
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than did Eunice when once slie knew that Eichavd expected 
it of her. She was naturally kind-hearted, and though 
Btheiyn's lofty ways annoyed her Bomewhat, her admira- 
tion for the beautiful woman and lier elegant wardrobe was 
unbounded, and she felt a pride in waiting upon her which 
she would once have thought impossible to feel in anything 
pertaining to her duties as a servant. 

The following morning brought with it the opening of 
the bos where the family presents were; but Etheljn did 
not feel as much interest in them now as when they 
were purchased. She knew how out of place they were, 
and fully appreciated the puzzled expression of James' 
face when ho saw the blue velvet smoldng-cap. It did not 
harmonize with the common clay-pipe he always smoked 
on Sunday, and ranch less with the coarse, cob thing she 
saw him take froui the kitchen -mantel that morning just 
after he left the breakfaat-table, and donned the blue frock 
he wore upon the farm. He did not know what the fanci- 
ful-ta^elled thing was for ; but he reflected that Melinda, 
who had been to boarding-school, could enlighten him, and 
he thanked his pretty sister with a good deal of gentle- 
manly grace. He was more observing than Richard, and 
with the same advantages would have polished sooner. 
Though a little afraid of Ethelyn, there was something in 
her manners very pleasing to him, and his soft eyes looked 
down upon her kindly as he took the cap and carried it to 
his room, laying it careftilly away iu tiie drawer where hia 
Sunday shirts, and collars, and " dancing pumps," and 
fishing tackle, and paper of chewing tobacco were. 

Meanwhile, John, who was even more shy of Ethelyn 
than James, had been made the recipient of the elegantly- 
embroidered slippers, which presented so marked a contrast 
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to his lieavy cowhides, and were three sizes too small 
for his mammoth feet. Ethelyn saw the discrepanoy at 
once, and the effort it was for John to keep from laughing 
outright, 83 he took the dainty things into which he could 
but little more than thrust his toes. 

" Youdidnotlmowwhat aGoliathlwaSjnorwhat stogies 
I wore ; hnt I thank you all the same," John ssud, and with 
burning bluslies Ethelyn turned next to her beautiful Schillei', 
— the exquisite little bust, — which Andy, in his simplicity, 
mistook for a big doU, feeling a little afironted that 
Ethelyn should suppose him childish enough to care for 
such toys. 

But when Richard, who stood looking on, explained to 
his weak brother what it was, saying that people of culti- 
vation prized such things as these, and that some time ho 
would read to him of the great German poet, Andy felt 
better, and accepted his hig doll with a very good 

The coiffeur came next, Mi-s. Markham saying she was 
much obliged, and Eunice asking if it was a half-handker- 
chief, to be worn about the neck. 

Taken individually and coDectively, the presents were a 
failure, — all but the pretty collar and ribbon-bow, which, as 
an afterthought, Ethelyn gave to Eunice, whose delight 
knew no bounds. This was something she could appre- 
ciate, while Etheljn's gifts to the others had been far beyond 
them, and but for the good feeling they manifested might 
as well have been withheld. Ethelyn felt this keenly, and 
it did not tend to lessen the hitter disappointment which 
had been gnawing in her heart ever siace she reached her 
Westflm home. Everything was different from what she 
bad pictured it in hei- mind, — everythiog but Daisy's face, 
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which, from its black-walnut frame above her piano, seemed 
to loot ao lovingly doivn apon her. It was a sweet, refined 
face, and the soft eyes of blao were more beautiful than 
anything Ethelyn bad ever seen. She did not wonder that 
every member of that family looked upon their lost Daisy 
as the household angel, lowering their voices when they 
spoke of her, and even retarding their footsteps when they 
passed near her picture. She did wonder, however, that 
they were not more like what Daisy must have been, judg- 
ing from the expression of her face and all Richard had 
said of her. 

Between Mrs. Markham and Ethelyn there was from the 
first a mntnal feeling of antagonism, and it was in no de- 
gree lessened by Aunt Barbara's letter, which Mrs. Mark- 
bam read three times on Sanday, and then on Monday 
very foolishly talked it up with Eunice, whom she treated 
with a degree of femiliarity wlolly unaccountable to 
Ethelyn. 

" What did that Miss Bigalow take her for that she must 
ask her to be kind to Ethelyn I Of course she should do 
her duty, and she guessed her ways were not so very dif- 
fej'ent from other people's, either," and the good woman 
gave an extra twist to the tablo-cloth she was wringing, and 
shaking it out rather fiercely, tossed it into the huge 
dotbes-basket standing near. 

The wash was unusually large that day, and as the un- 
packing of the box had taken up some time, the clock 
was striking two just as the last clothes-pin was fastened in 
its place, and the last brown towel bung upon the currant 
bushes. It was Mrs. Markham's weakness that her wash- 
ing should be fluttering in the wind before that of Mrs, 
Jones, which could be plainly seen from her kitchen win- 
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dow. But to-day Mrs. Jones was ahead, and Melinda's 
pink sun-bonnet was visible in the little back yard as early 
as eleven, at which time the Markham garments had just 
commenced to boil. The bride had brought with her a 
great deal of extra work, and what with waiting breakfast 
for her until the coffee was cold and the baked potatoes 
" so^y," and then cleaning up the litter of "that box," 
Mrs. Markham was behind with her Monday's work. And 
it did not tend to improve her temper to know that the 
cause of all her discomposure was " playing lady " in a 
handsome cashmere moming -gown, with heavy tassels 
knotted at her side, while she was bending over the wash- 
tub in a faded calico pinned about her waist, and disclos- 
ing the quilt patehed with many colors, and the black yarn 
stockings footed with coarse white, Not that Mrs. Mark- 
ham cared especially for the difference between her dress 
and Ethelyn's,^n either did she expect Ethelyn to " help " 
th t d y — ^b t h m ht at 1 ast ha fl i t w p the 
d n d 1 h th nght It Id h h ti h 

good w 11 t 11 t B t u t 1 f th f 1 h ! 

tndth mthmtd d 

E wl tupthtf m kfRh 

a d I rted tl t h wa. ly n th 1 tl a 

story-book nh hani 

" Shiffles a th w d Mrs, Markham wanted to use, 
but she rep d t f h would not talk openly agMnst 
Richard's wife so soon after her arrival, though she did 
make some invidious remarks concerning the handsome 
ander-clothea, wondering " wbat folks were thinking of to 
pnt so much work where it was never seen. Puffs, and em- 
broidery, and lace, and, I vum, if the rufflers ain't tucked, 
too," she continued, in a despairing voice, hoping Ethelyn 
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knew " how to iron such filagree herself, for the mercy 
knew slie didn't" 

Now these same puffs, and embroideries, and ruffles, and 
tucks had excited Eunice's liveliest admiration, and her An- 
gers had feirly itched to see how they would look hanging 
on the clothes-bars after passing through her hands. That 
Ethelyn could touch them she never once dreamed. Iler 
instincts were truer than Mrs. Markhaia's, and it struck her 
as perfectly proper that one lifee Ethelyn should sit still 
while others served, and to her mistress's remarks as to the 
ironing, she hastened to reply, " I'd a heap sight rather do 
them up than to iron the boys' coarse shirts and pantaloons. 
Don't you mind the summer I was at Camden working for 
Miss Avery, who hved next door to Miss Judge Miller, from 
New York ! She had just such things as these, and I used 
to go in sometimes and wateh Katy iron 'em, so I b'lieve I 
can do it myself. Anyways, I want to try." 

Fears that Eunice might rebel had been uppermost in 
Mrs. Markham's mind when she saw the pUe of elegant 
clothes, for she had a suspicion that Mrs. Etlielyn would 
keep as much aloof from the ironing-board aa she did from 
the dish-washing ; but if Eunice was willing and even glad 
of the opportunity, why, that made a difference ; and the 
good woman began to feel so much better that by the time 
the last article was on the line, the kitchen floorcleared up, 
and the basin of water heating on the stove for her own 
ablutions, she was quite amiably disposed toward her grand 
daughter-in-law, who had not made her appearance since 
dinner. Ethelyn liked staying in her chamber better than 
anywhere else, and it was especially pleasant there to-day, 
for Eunice had taken great pains to make it so, — sweeping, 
and dusting, and putting to rights, and patting the pillows 
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and cushions just as she had aeen McHuda do, and thou, 
after the collar and ribbon had been given to her, going 
down on her hands and knees before the fire to wash the 
hearth with mitk, which gave to the red hricts a polished, . 
shining appearance, and added much to the choeriulness of 
the room. Etheljn had commended her pleasantly, and, 
in the seventb heaven of delight, Eunice had returned to 
her washing, taking greater pains than ever \vith the d^nty 
puffa and frills, and putting in a stitch where one was 
needed. 

It was very evident that Eunice admired Ethelyn, and 
Ethelyn in return began to appreciate Eunice; and when, 
after dinner, she went to her room, and, wearied with her 
unpacking, lay down upon the lonngc, she felt happier than 
she had since her first sight of Olney. It was pleasant np 
there, and the room looked very pretty with the brackets 
and ornaments, and pictures she had hung there instead of 
in the parlor, and she decided within heraelf that she 
could be quit* comfortable for the few weeks which must 
. intervene before she went to Washington, She should 
spend most of the time in the retii'cment of her room, 
mingling as little as possible with the family, and keep- 
ing at a respectful distance from her mother-in-law, whom 
she liked less than any of Richard's relations. 

" I trust the Olney people will not think it their duty 
to call," she thought. "I suppose I shall have to endure 
the Joneses for Abigail's sake. Melinda certainly has some 
taste ; possibly I may like her," and while co^tating upon 
Melinda Jones and the expected gayeties in Washington, 
she fell asleep ; nor did Richard's step arouse her, when, 
about three o'clock, ho came in from tiie village in quest 
of some law documents he wished to see. 
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Frant Van Baren would probably have kissed her as she 
lay there sleeping so quietly ; but Eichard was in a great 
hurry. He had plunged at onee into business. There 
were at least forty men waiting to see and consult "the 
Squire," whose reputation for honesty and ability was 
very great, and whose simple assertion carried more 
weight than the roundest oath of some lawyers, sworn 
upon tlie biggest bible in Olney. Waylaid at every cor- 
ner, and plied with numberless questions, ho had hardly 
found an opportunity to come home to dinner, and now 
he had no time to waste in lovo-maiing. He saw 
Ethelyn, however, and felt that his room had never been 
as pleasant as it was with her there in it, albeit her com- 
ing was tho cause of his hooks and papers being dis- 
turbed, and tossed about and moved where he had much 
trouble to find them. He felt glad, too, that sbe was 
out of his mother's way ; and feeling that all was well, he 
found his papers and hurried off to the village again, 
while Ethelyu slept on till Eunice Plympton came up to 
say that " Miss Joucs and Melinda were both in the parlor 
and wanted her to come down," 



CHAPTER XI. 



lEvutiF^IBS. JONES bad risen earlier than usual that Mon- 
Wejaj, & day momiug, and felt not a little elated when she 
lEwlWfijiJ I saw her long lino of snowy linen swiugiug in the 
wind before that of her neighbor, whom s 
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tlie score of Richard's wife. But wlieii twelve o'clock, 
and even one o'clock struck, and stiH tbe back yard gave 
no sign, she began to wonder " if any of 'em conld be 
sick ; " and never was flag of truce watched for more 
anxiously than she watched for something which should tell 
that it was all well at Mrs. MarkLam's. 

The sign appeared at last, and with her fears quieted, 
Mrs. Jones pursued the even tenor of her way until every- 
thing was done, and her little kitchen was as shining aa 
soap and sand and scrubbing-brush could make it. Per- 
haps it was washing the patchwork quilt which Abigail 
had pieced that brought the deceased so strongly to Mrs. 
Jones' mind, and made her so curious to see Abigail's 
successor. Whatever it was, Mrs. Jones was very anxious 
for a sight of Ethelyn ; and when her work was done she 
donned her alpaca dress, and tying on her black silk apron, 
announced her intention of " running into Mrs. Markkam's, 
just a minute. Would Melinda go along?" 

Melinda had been once to no purpose, and she had in- 
wardly resolved to wait awhile before calling again ; but 
she felt that she would rather be with her mother at her 
first interview with Ethelyn, for she knew she could cover 
up some defects by her glibber and more correct manner 
of conversing. 80 she signified her assent, but did not 
wear her best bonnet, as she had on Saturday night This 
was only a run in, she said, never dreaming that, " for fear 
of what might happen if she was urged to stay to tea," 
her mother Lad deposited in her capacious pocket the 
shirt-sleeve of unbleached cotton she was making for Tim. 

And so about four o'clock the twain started for the house 
of Mrs. Markham, who welcomed them warmly. She was 
always ghtd to see Mrs. Jones, and she was doubly glad to- 
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day, for it seemed to her that some trouble had come upon 
her which made neighborly sympathy and neighborly in- 
tercourse more desirable than ever. Added to this, there 
was in her heart an unconfessed pride in Etbelyn and a 
desire to show lier off. " Miss Jones was not going to stir 
home a step till after supper," she said, as that lady de- 
murred at laying off her bonnet. " She had got to stay 
and see JRichard ; besides that, they were going to have 
waffles and honey, with warm gingerbread." 

Nobody who had once tested them could withstand Mi's, 
Markham'a waffles and gingerbread, — Mrs, Jones certainly 
could not ; and when Eunice went up for Etheiyn that 
worthy woman was rocking back and forth in a low rock- 
ing-chair, her brass thimble on her finger and Tim's shirt- 
gleeve in progress of making ; while Melinda, in her pretty 
brown merino and white collar, with her black hair shining 
like satin, sat in another rocking-chair, working at the bit 
of letting she chanced to have in her pocket. Etholyn did 
not care to go down ; it was like stepping into another 
sphere,^ caving her own society for that of the Joneses; 
but there was no alternative, and with a yawn she started 
up and began smoothing her hair. 

" This wrapper is well enough," she saM, more to her- 
self than Eunice, who was still standing by the door looking 
at her, 

Eunice did not think the wrapper was well enough. It 
was pretty, but not as pretty as the dresses she had seen 
hanging in Ethelyn's closet when she arranged the room 
that momiog; so she said, hcbitatingh, "I wish you 
wouldn't wear that down. Tou was so handsome yester- 
day in the black gown, with them led eai rings and pin, 
and your hair brushed up, so." 
6* 
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Ethelyn likeil to look wel], even here in Oliiey, and so 
the wrapper viaa laid aside, the beautiful brown hair vitui 
wound in heavy coils about the back of the head, and 
brusbed back from her white forehead after a fashion 
which made her look still younger and more girlish than 
she was. A pietty plaid silk, with trimmings of blue, was 
chosen for to-daj, Eunice going nearly wild over the short 
jaunty basque, laced at the sides and the back. Eunice 
had offered to stay and assist at her young mistress's 
toilet, and as Ethelyn was not unaccustomed to the office 
of waiting-maid, she accepted Eunice's offer, finding, to her 
surprise, that the coarse red fingers, which that day bad 
washed and starched her linen, were not unhandy even 
among the paraphernalia of a Boston lady's toilet. 

"You do look beautiful," Eunice said, standing back to 
admire Ethelyn, when at last she was dressed. " I have 
thought MeJiada Jones handsome, but she can't hold a 
candle to you, nor nobody else I ever seen, except Miss 
Judge Miller, in Camden. She do act some like you, with 
her gown dragglin' behind her half a yard." 

Thus flattered and complimented, Ethelyn went down 
stairs to where Mrs. Jones sat working on Timothy's shirt, 
and Melinda was crocheting, while Mrs. Markham, senior, 
clean and neat, and stiff in her starched, pnrple calico, sat 
putting a patch on a fearfully large hole in the knee of 
Andy's pants. As Ethelyn swept into the room there fell 
a hush upon the inmates, and Mrs, Jones was almost guilty 
of an exclamation of surprise. She had expected some- 
thing fine, she said, — something different from the Olney 
quality, — but she was not prepared for anything as gi-and 
and queenly as Ethelyn, when she sailed into the room, 
with her embroidered handkerchief held so gracefully in 
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lier Lands, and in response to Mrs. Markham's introduction, 
bowed BO very low, and slowly, too, her bps ieari"ely mov- 
ing at all, and her eyes bent on the ground. Mti Jones 
actually ran the needle she ivas sewing with under her 
thumb in her sudden start, while Melinda's work diopped 
into her lap. She, too, was surprised, though not as much 
as her mother. She, like Eunice, had seen Mrs. Judge 
Miller, from New York, whose bridal trousseau was imported 
from Paris, and whose wardrobe was the wonder of Camden. 
And Ethelyu was very much like her, only younger and 

" Very pretty," Melinda thought, while Mrs. Jones foil 
to comparing her, mentally, with the deceased Abigail,— 
wondering how Eichard, if he had ever loved the one, could 
have fancied the other, they were ao unlike. 

Of course, the mother's heart gave to Abigail the prefer- 
ence for all that was good and womanly, and worthy of 
Richard Martham ; but Ethelyn bore off the palm for style, 
and beauty too, 

"Handsome as a doll, but awfully proud," Mrs. Jones 
decided, dmma the interval in which she squeezed her 
wounded thumb, and got the ueedle again in motion upon 
Timothy's shut sleeve 

Ethel) n wis not greatly disappointed in Mrs. Jones and 
her daughter ; the mother especially was much like what she 
had imagined her to be, while Melinda was rather prettier, 
— rather more lite the Chicopee girls than she expected. 
There was a look on her face lihe Snsie Granger, and the 
kindly expression of her black eyes made Ethelyn excuse 
her for wearing a Magenta bow, while her cheeks were some- 
thing the same hue. They were very stiff at firat, Mrs. Jones 
saying nothing at all, and Melinda only venturing upon 
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commonplace inquiries, — ^as to how Etlielyn boro her journey, 
if slie was ever in that part of the country before, and how 
she thought she should hkc the West This last question 
Ethelyn could not answer directly. 

"It was very different from New England," she said, 
"but she waa prepared for that, and hoped she should not 
get very homesick dming the few weeks which would 
elapse before she went to Washington." 

At this point Mrs. Martham stopped her patching and 
looked UKiuunngh at Ethelyn. It was the first she had 
heird about EthJjn's going to Washington; she had un- 
derstood that Richsrl's wife was to keep her company 
daiing the winter, a prospect which since Ethelyn's arrival 
had not looked so pkasing to her as it did before. How 
in the woild they should get on together without Eichard, 
she did not know, and if she consulted merely her own 
comfort she would have hidden Ethelyn go. But there 
were other things to he considered,— there was the great 
e:)^)ense it would be for Richard to have his wife with him. 
Heretofore he had saved a good share of his salary, but 
with Ethelyn it would be money out of his pocket all the 
time ; besides that, Ethelyn's best place for the present 
was at home. 

Thus reasoned Mrs. Markham, and when next her needle 
resumed its work on Andy's patch, Ethelyn's fate with re- 
gard to Washington was decided, for as thought the mother 
on that point, so eventually would think the son, who de- 
ferred so much to her judgment. He came in after a little, 
looking so well and handsome that Ethelyn felt proud of 
him ; and had he then laid bis hand upon her shoulder, or 
put his arm around her waist, as he sometimes did when 
they were alone, she would not have shaken it off, as was 
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her usual custom. Indeed, suet is the perversity of human 
nature, and 30 many contradictions ai-e there in it, that 
Ethelyn rather wished he would pay her some httle atten- 
tion. She could not forget Abigail, with Abigail's mother 
and sister sitting there before her, and eho wanted them to 
see how fond lier husband waa of her, hoping thus to prove 
how impossible it was that Abigail could ever have been to 
him what she was. But Richard was shy in the presence of 
others, and would sooner have put his arm around Melinda 
than around his wife, for fear he should be thought silly. 
He was very proud of her, though, and felt a thrill of satis- 
faction in seeing how superior, both in look and manner, 
she waa to Melinda Jones, whose bnxom, healthy face grew 
almost coarse and homely from comparison with Ethelyn's. 

As Etiielyn's toilet had occupied some time, it was five 
when she made her appearance in the parlor, consequently 
she had not long to wait ere the announcement of supper 
broke up the tediousness she endured from that first call 
or visit. The wafles and the gingerbread were all they 
had promised to be, and the supper passed off quietly, with 
the exception of a mishap of poor, awkward Andy, who 
tipped his plate of hot cakes and honey into his lap, and 
then, in his sudden spring backward, threw a pai't of the 
plate's contents upon Ethelyn's shining siik. This was the 
direst calamity of all, and sent poor Andy from the table 
so heart-broken and disconsolate that he did not return 
again, and Eunice found him sitting on the wood-house 
steps, wiping away with his coat-sleeve the great tears 
which rolled down his womanish face. 

" Ethelyn never would like him again," he said, calling 
himself " a great blundering fool, who never ought to eat 
at the same table with civilized folks." 
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But when Ethelyn, wlio heard from Eunice of Andy's 
distress, went out to see him, assuring him that but little 
damage had been done, that soft water and magnesia would 
mate the dress all right again, he hrightened up, and was 
ready to hold Mr. Harrington's horse when after dark that 
gentJeman drove over from Oliiey with his wife and sister 
to call on Mrs, Eichard. It would almost seem that Ethe- 
lyn held a reception that evening, for more than the Har- 
ringtons knocked at the front door, and were admitted by 
the smiling Eunice. It was rather early to callj the 01- 
nejites knew, hut there on the prairie they were not ham- 
pered with many of Mrs. Grundy's rules, and several of the 
young people had agreed together between the Sunday 
services to call at Mrs. Markham's the following night. 
They were well-meaning, kind-hearted people, and would 
any one of them have gone far out of their way to serve 
either Eichard or his wife ; hut awed by Ethelyn's cold, 
fri^d manner, they appeared shy and awkward, — alt except 
Will Par»<mi, the jomig M.D. of Olney, who joked, and 
talked, and laughed so loudly, that even Richard wondered 
he had never hefore observed how noisy Dr. Parsons was, 
while Andy, who was learning to read Ethelyn's face, tried 
once or twice, by pulling the doctor's coat-skirts and giv- 
ing him a warning glance, to quiet him down alittJe. But 
the doctor took no hints, and kept on with his fun, finding 
a splendid coadjutor in the " terrible 'Km Jones," who him- 
self came over to call on Dick and his woman. 

Tim was dressed in his best, with a bright red cravat 
tied round his neck, and instead of his muddy boots with 
his pants tucked in the tops, he wore coarse shoes tied with 
strings, and flirted his yellow silk handkerchief for the en- 
tire evening. It was dreadful to Ethelyn, for she could see 
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nothing agreeable ia Richard's friends ; and the proud look 
on her face was so apparent that the guests all felt ill at 
ease, while Richard was nearer being angry with Ethelyn 
than he had ever been. Will Paraons and Tim Jones 
seemed exceptions to the rest of the company, especially 
the latter, who, if he noticed Ethelyn's evident contempt, 
was determined to ignore it, and made himself excessively 
familiar. 

As yet, the open piano had been untouched, no one 
having courage to ask Ethelyn to piay ; but Tim was fond 
of music, and unhesitatingly seating himself upon the stool, 
thmst one hand in his pocket, and with the other struck 
the keys at random, trying to make out a few bare of " Hail 
Columbia." Then turning to Ethelyn, he said, with a good- 
humored nod, " Come, old lady, give us something good." 

Ethelyn's eyes flashed fire, while others of the guests 
looted their astonishment at Tim, who knew he had done 
something, but could not for the life of him tell what, 

"Old lady" was a favorite title with him. He called 
his mother so, and Melinda, and Eunice Plympton, and 
Maria Morehouse, whose eyes he thought so bright, and 
whom he always saw home from meeting on Sunday nights ; 
and so it never oecarred to him that this was his offence. 
But Molinda knew, and her red cheeks burned scarlet as 
she tried to cover her brother's blunder by modestly urging 
Ethelyn to favor them with some music. 

Of all the Western people whom she had seen, Ethelyn 
liked Melinda the best. She had thought her rather fami- 
liar ; and after the Olneyites came in and put her more at 
her ease, she had fancied her a little flippant and forward ; 
but, in all she did or said, there was so much genumo sin- 
cerity and frankness, that Ethelyn could not dislike her as 
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she had thought she should. dialLke & sister of Abigail 
Jones and the terrible Tim. She had not touched her 
piano since her arrival, for fear of the home-sickness which 
its £tmi]iar tones might awaken ; and when she saw Tim's 
big red hands fingering the keys, in her resentment at the 
desecration she said to herself that she never would touch 
it agMu ; but when in a low aside Mellnda added to her en- 
treaties, ■' Please, Mrs. Markham, don't mind Tim, — he 
means well enough, and would not be rude for the world, 
if he knew it," she began to give way, and it scarcely 
needed Richard's imperative " Ethelyn " to bring her to 
her feet. No one offered to conduct her to the piano, — 
not even Richard, who sat just where he was; while Tim, 
in his haste to vacate the mime-stool, precipitated it to the 
floor, and got his leather shoes entangled in Ethelyn's 
skirts. 

Urn, and Will Parsons, and Andy, all hastened to pick 
up the stool, knocking their heads together, and raising a 
langU in which Ethelyn could not join. Thoroughly dis- 
gusted and sick at heart, she felt much as the Jewish maid- 
ens must have felt when required to give a song. Her 
harp was indeed upon the willows hung, and her heart was 
turning sadly toward her far-off Jerusalem as she sat down 
and tried to think what she should play to suit her audience. 
Suddenly it occurred to her to suit herself rather than her 
hearers, and her snowy fingers, — from which flashed Daisy's 
diamond and a superb emerald, — swept the keys with a 
masterly grace and skill, Ethelyn was perfectly at home 
at the piano, and dashing off into a brilliant and difficult 
overture, she held her hearers for a few moments astonished 
both at her execution and the sounds she made. Most of 
them, however, wanted something familiar, — something 
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they had heard before; and when the fine performance 
was ended Urrihle Tim, electrified her with the character- 
istic exclamation, "That is mighty fine, no doubt, for 
them that understand such ; hut now, for land's salce, ^ve 
ua a time." 

Ethelyii was horror-stricken. She had cast her pearls 
before swine ; and with a haughty stare at the offending 
Timothy, she left the stool, and, walking back to iier for- 
mer seat, said — 

" I leave the tunes to your sister, who, I believe, plays 



Somewhat crestfallen, hut by no means brow-beaten, Tim 
insisted that Melinda should give them a jig; and, crimson- 
ing with shame and confusion, Melinda took the vacant 
stool and played her brother a tune, — a rollicking, gal- 
loping tune, which everybody faiew, and which set the 
feet to keeping time, and finally brought Tim and Andy to 
the floor for a dance. But Melinda declined playing for the 
cotillon which her brother proposed, and so the dancing 
arrangement c^me to nanght, greatly to the delight of 
Ethelyn, who could only keep bact her tears by looking 
up at the sweet face of Daisy smiling down upon her from 
the wall. That was the only redeeming point in that whole 
assembly, she thought She would not even except 
Richard then, so intense was her disappointment and so 
bitter her regret for the mistake she made when she pro- 
mised to go where her heart could never he. 

It was nine o'clock when the company dispersed, each 
of the ladies cordially inviting Ethelyn to call as soon as 
convenient, and Mrs. Harrington, whose husband was the 
village merchant, saying encouragingly to her, as she held 
her hand a moment, " Our Western manners seem strange 
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to you, I dare say; but we are a well-meaning people, and 
you will get accustomed to us by and by." 

She never should, — no never, Ethelyn thought as she 
■went np to her room, tired and homesick, and disheartened 
with this, her first introduction to the Olney people. It 
was a very cross wife which slept at Richard's side that 
night, and the opinion expressed of the Olneyites was any- 
thing but compliioentavy to the tast« of one who had 
known them all his life and liked them so well. But 
RicLard was getting accustomed to such things. Lectures 
did not move him now as they had at first, and, overcome 
with fatigue from his day's work and the evening's excite- 
ment, he fell asleep while Ethelyn. was enlai^ng upon the 
merits of the terrible Tim who had addressed her as " old 
lady " and asked her to " play a tune," 



CHArTER XII. 



I^c^MN the coui-se of two weeks all the ton of Olney called 
pfi ^m upon Ethelyn, who would gladly have declined 
P^fSrfl seeing them if she could. But after the morning 
when Andy stood outside the door of her room, wringing 
his hands in great distress at the tone of Richard's voice, 
and after the day Ethelyn stayed in bed with the headache, 
and was nursed by Eunice and Molinda, Ethelyn did better, 
and was at least polite to those who called. She had said 
she would not see them, and Richard had said she should ; 
and as ho usually made people do aa he liked, Ethelyn was 
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forced to submit, but cried herself sick. It was very deso- 
late and lonely up-stairs that day, for Richard was busy in 
town, and the wiiid swept against the windows with a 
monmM, moaniug sound, which made Ethelyn think of 
Chicopee and the lofty elms through whose branches the 
same wind was probably sighing on this autumnal day. 

Ethelyn was very wretched, and bailed with delight the 
presence of Mclinda Jones, who came in the afternoon, 
bringing a basket of delicious apples and a lemon tart she 
had made herself. Mclinda was very sorry for Ethelyn, 
and her face said as much as she stood by her side and 
laid her hand softly upon the throbbing temples, guessing 
just how homesick she was there with Mrs. Mavkham, 
whose ways had never seemed so peculiar, even to her, as 
since Ethelyn's arrival. "And still," she thought, "I do 
not see how she can bo so very unhappy, in any circumstan- 
ces, with a husband like Eichard." But here Melinda made 
a mistake ; for though Ethelyn had learned to miss her 
husband when he was gone, and the day whose close was 
not to bring him back would have been very long, she did 
not love him as a husband should be loved ; and so there 
was nothing to fall back upon when other props gave 

Wholly unsuspicious, Melinda sat down beside her, 
offering to brush her hair ; and while she brushed, and 
combed, and braided, and admired the glossy brown locks, 
she talked on the subject she thought most acceptable to 
the youngwife's ear, — of Ricbard, and the great popularity 
he had achieved, not only in bis own county, but in neigb- 
boring ones, where he stood bead and sbonlders above his 
fellows. There was talk once of making him Governor, 
she said, but some thought him too young. Lately, how- 
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ever, she had heard that the subject was again agitated, 
adding that her fother and Tim both thought it more than 
probable that the next election would take hira to the 
gubernatorial mansion. 

" Tim would work like a hero for Ricliard," she said. 
" lie almost idolizes Lim, and when lie was up for Judge, 
Tim's exertions alone procured for him a hundred extra 
votes. Tim is a rough, balf-savago fellow, but he has the 
kindest of hearts, and is very popular with a certain class 
of luon who could not be reached by one more polished 
and cultivated." 

So much Melinda said, by way of excusing Tim ; and 
then with the utmost tact she led the conversation back to 
Richard and the govomorsiip, hinting that Ethelyn could 
do much towai'd securing that office for her husband. A 
little attention, which cost nothing, would go a great 
ways, she said ; and it was sometimes worth one's while to 
make an effort, even if they did not feel like it. More 
than one rumor had reached Melinda's ear touching the 
pride of Dick Markham's wife, — a pride which the OIney 
people felt keenly, knowing that they had helped to give 
'her husband a name ; they had made him Judge, and sent 
him to Congress, and would like to make him Governor, 
knowing well that no office, however high, would change 
hjni from the plain, unpretending man, who, even in the 
Senate-chamber, would shake drunken Ike Plympton'a 
hand, and slap "Km Jones on the back if need be. They 
liked their DkI:, who bad been a boy among them, and 
they thought it only fair that his wife should unbend a 
little, and not freeze them with her lofty ways, 

" She'll kick the whole tiling over if ske goes on so," 
Tim had said to his father, in Melinda's hearing ; and, like 
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a true friend to Richai'd, Melinda determined to try and 
prevent the proud little feet from doing so much mischief. 

Nor was she unsuccessful, Ethelyn saw the drift of the 
conversation, and though for an instant her cheek erim- 
soned with resentment that she should be talked at by 
Melinda Jones, she was the better for the talking ; and the 
Oluey people, when next tbey came in coiitect with her, 
ckanged their miiida with regard to her being so very 
proud. She was homeaiek at first, aod that was the eaase 
of her coldness, they said, excusing her in their kind 
hearts, and admiring her as something superior to them- 
selves. Even Tim Jones got now and then a pleasant 
word, for Ethelyn had not forgotten the hundred extra 
votes. She would have repelled the insinuation that she 
was courting favor, or that hopes of the future governor- 
ship for Richard had anything to do with her changed de- 
meanor. She despised such things in others ; but Ethelyn 
was human, and it is just possible that had there been 
nothing in expectancy she would not have submitted with 
so good a grace to the femiiiarities with which she so con- 
stantly came in contact. At home she was cold and proud 
as ever, for between her mother-in-law and herself there 
was no affinity, and they kept as fer apart as possible, — 
Ethelyn staying mostly in her room, and Mrs, Martham 
senior staying in the kitchen, where Eunice Plympton 
stilt retBMned, 

Mrs. Markham had fully expected that Eunice would go 
home within a few days after Ethelyn's arrival ; bnt when 
the days passed on, and Ethelyn showed no inclination for 
a nearer acquaintance with the kitchen, the good woman 
began to manifest some anxiety on the subject, and finally 
went to Riehard to know if " he expected to keep a hired 
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choresj" 

Kichard really did not know ; but after a visit to his 
room, where Ethie sat reading in her handsome crimson 
wrapper, with the velvet trimmings, he decided that she 
could " not do chores," and Euoioe must remain. It was 
on this occasion that Washington was hroached, Mrs. 
Martham repeating what she had heard Ethelyn saying to 
Melinda, and aaJang Bichard if he contemplated such a 
piece of extravagance as taking his wife to Washington 
would be. Richard did not especially mind the expense 
she might be to him, and he owned to a weak desire to see 
her queen it over all the reigning belles, as he was certain 
she would. Unbiassed by his mother, and urged by 
Ethelyn, he would probably have yielded in her favor ; 
but the mother was first in the field, and so she won the 
day, and Ethie's disappointment was a settled thing. But 
Ethie did not fenow it, as Eiehard wisely refrained from 
being the first to speak of the matter. That she was 
going to Washington Ethelyn had not a doubt, and this 
made her intercourse with the Olneyites far more endur- 
able. Some of them she foand pleasant, cultivated people, 
— especially Mr. Townsend, the clergyman, who, after the 
Sunday on which she appeared at the Village Hall in her 
blue silk and elegant basquine, came to see her, and seemed 
so much like an old friend when she found that he had 
met at Clifton, in New York, some of her acquaintances. 
It was easy to be polite to him, and to the people from 
Camden, who, bearing much of Judge Markham's pretty 
bride, came out to call upon her, — Judge Miller and his 
wife, with Marcia Fenton and Miss Ella Backus, both belles 
and blondes, and both somehodws, according to Ethelyn's 
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definition of that word. She liked these people, and 
Richard found no trouble in getting her to return their 
calls. She would gladly have stayed in Camden altogether, 
and once laughingly pointed out to Richard a large vacant 
lot adjoining Mr, Feiiton'a, where sto would lite to have 
her new house built 

There was a decide 1 imprtvLinent in Lthelyn , nor did 
her old pen'ersit> ot temper miiifest itself ^eT^ strongly 
until one rooming three weeks after her arriial in 01- 
ney, when Eichard suggeite I to her the propnetv of his 
mother's giving them a partj The people expected it, he 
said ; tiey w ould be diaappomted without it, and, indeed, 
he felt it was something he owed them for all their kindness 
to him. Then Ethelyn rebelled, — stoutly, stubbornly I'C- 
belled, — but Eichard carried the point, and two days after 
the farm-bouse was in a state of diro confiision, wholly un- 
like the qaiet which reigned there asually. Melinda Jones 
was there all the time, while Mrs. Jones was back and forth, 
and a few of the Obey ladies dropped in with suggestions 
and offers of assistance. It was to be a grand affair, — so 
far, at least, as numbers were concerned, — for everybody 
was invited, from Mr. Townsend and the other clergy, down 
t« Cocy Doane, who did dress-making and tailoring from 
house to house. The Markhams were very democratic in 
their feelings, and it showed itself in the guests bidden to 
the pally. They were invited from Camden as well, — Mr. 
and Mrs. Miller, with Marcia Fcnton and Ella Backus ; and 
after the two young ladies had come over to ascertain how 
lai^e an affair it was to be, so as to know what to wear, 
Ethelyn began to take some interest in it herself, and to 
give the benefit of her own experience in such matters. 
But having a party in Mrs. Dr. Van Buren's handsome 
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house, where the servants were so ivell trained, and every- 
thing necessary was so easy of access, or even having a 
party at Aunt Barbara's, was a very different thing from 
having one here under the supervision of Mrs, Markham, 
whose ideas were so many years hact, and who objected to 
nearly everything which Ethelyn suggested. But hy dint 
of perseverance on Melinda's part, her scruples were Anally 
overcome ; so that when the night of the party arrived the 
house presented a very respectable appearance, with its 
lamps of kerosene, anil the hpetm candles flamijig on the 
mantels in the parlor, and the tallow candles smoking in the 
kitchen. 

Mrs. Markham's bed had been removed from the sitting- 
room, and the carpet taken from the floor, for they were 
going to dance; and Eunice's mother had been working 
hard all day to keep her liege lord away from the Crosa 
Koads tavern, so t!:at he might be presentable at night, and 
capable of performing his part, together with his eldest son, 
who played the flute. She was out in the kitchen now, 
very large and important with the office of head waiter, 
her hoops in everybody's way, and her fece radiant with 
satisfaction as she talked to Mrs. Markham about vrbat we 
better do. The table was laid in the kitchen and loaded 
with all the substantials, beside many delicacies which Me- 
linda and Ethelyn had concocted ; for the latter had put 
her hands to the work, and manufactured two largo dishes 
of chariotte-russe, with pretty moulds of blanc-mange, which 
Eunice persisted in calling " com-starch pudding." There 
were trifles, and tarta, and jellies, and sweetmeats, with 
raised biscuits by the hundred, and loaves on loaves of 
frosted cake ; while out in the wood-shed, wedged in a tub 
of ice, was a huge tin pail, over which James, and John, 
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and Andy, and even Eichard had sat, by turns, stirring tlie 
freezing mass. Mrs. Jones' little colored boy, who knew 
bow to wMt on company, came over in his clean jacket, and 
out on the doorstep was eating chestnuts and whistling 
Dixie, aa he looked down the road to see if anybody was 
coming, Melinda Jones had gone home to dress, feeling 
more like going to bed than making merry at a party, as she 
looped up her black braids of hdr, and donned her wliite 
muslin dress with the scarlet ribbons. Melinda was very 
tired, for a good share of the work had fallen upon her, — 
or rather she had assumed it, — and her eheeks and hands 
were redder than usual when about seven o'clock Tim 
drove her over to Mrs. Markham's, and then went on to the 
village after the dozen or more of girls whom he had pro- 
mised to ace to the ioin's " 

But Melinda looked sery pietty, — it least James Maik- 
ham thought so, — when she stjod up on tiptoe to tie 
his i,ra\at m a letter looking bow than he had done 
Smce the night when Eichai 1 hrit told her ot Ethelyu, 
it had more than once occurred to Mehnd^ that possibly 
she might yet bear the name of Markhim, for her wo 
min nature was quick to sec that James, at lejat pud 
hei the honiTge whn,h Rn.hird hid withheld But 
Mtlmdas mini was not >et mide up, ind a& she was 
tDo honest to enciurige hopes which might never h 
tnlfilled, she wiuld not e\ n loik up into the hand 
some ejes re-tmg so adrainntlj upon hei as she tied 
the bow ot the cravat ■vnd felt James' brea'h upon her 
luming cheek" She did howe\er, promise to dance 
the first set with him, and then shi, ran upstairs to 
SLCifEthehn needed her But Eunice hid Leen betoie 
hci, and Etheljn's toilet wis made 
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Had this party been at Mrs. Dr. Van Burcn's, in 
Boston, Ethelyn would liave worn her beautifnl white 
aatia with the fleecy lace ; hut here it would be out 
of place, she thought, and so she left it pinned up in 
towels at the bottom of ber tnink, and choso a, delicate 
lavender, trimmed with white applique. Las-ender waa 
not the most becoming color Btheljn could wear, but 
she looked very handsome in it, with the soft pearls 
upon her neck and arms, Eichard thought her dress 
too low, while modest Andy averted his eyes, lest he 
should do wrong in looking upon the beautiful 'round 
neck and shoulders which so greatly shocked his mother. 
"It was ridiculous and disgraceful for respectable wim- 
men folks to dress like that," she said to Meiinda Jones, 
who spoke np for Ethelyn, saying the dress was like 
that of ail fashionable ladies, and in fact was not as 
low as Mrs. Judge Miller wore to a reception when 
Meiinda was at school in Camden. 

Mrs. Markham " did not care for Miss Miller, nor forty 
more lilie her. Ethelyn looked ridickelous, showing her 
ahoulderblades, with that sharp p'int ranning down her 
back, and her skirts moppin' the floor for half a yard 
behind." 

Any superfluity of length in Ethelyn's skirts was more 
than counterbalanced by Mrs. Markham, who this night 
wore the heavy black silk which her sister-in-law had 
matched in Boston ten yeais befoi-e. Of course it was 
too narrow, and too short, and too flat in front, Andy 
said, admiring Ethelyn far more than he did his mother, 
even though the latter wore the coiffeur which Aunt 
Barbara had sent her, aud a big collar made from the 
thread lace which Mrs. Captain Markham, of Chicopee, 
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Lad also matcLed in Boston. Ethclyn was perfect, Andy 
thought, and ho hovered constantly near her, noticing how 
she earned her hands, and her handkerchief, and her fan, 
and thinking Richai-d must be perfectly happy in the pos- 
session of such a gem. 

But Richard was not happy, — at least not that night, — 
for, with Mrs, Miller, and Marcia Fenton, and Ella Bactus 
before hev mind, Bthelyn had lectured him again on eti- 
quette, and Eiehard did not bear lecturing here as well 
as at Saratoga. There it was comparatively easy to mate 
him believe he did not know anything which he ought 
to know ; but at home, where the old meed of praise 
and deference was awarded to him, where his word was 
law and gospel, and he was Judge Maxkham, the poten- 
tate of the town, Ethelyn's criticisms were not palatable, 
and he hinted that he was old enough to take care of 
himself without quite so much dictation. Then, when ho 
saw a tear on Ethelyn's eyelashes, he would have put his 
arm around her and kissed it away if she had not kept 
him back, telling him he would muss her dress. StilJ he 
was not insensible to her pretty looks, and felt very proud 
of her, as she stood at his side and shook the hands of 
the arriving guests. 

By eight o'clock the Olneyitcs had assembled in full 
force ; but it was not until tbe train came in and brought 
the ^ite from Camden that the party fairly commenced. 
There was a hush when the three ladies with veils on their 
heads went up the stairs, and a greater hush when they 
came down agfun, — Mrs. Judge Miller, splendid in green 
moire-antique, with diamonds in her cars, while Marcia Fen- 
ton and Ella Backus figured in white tarleton, one with 
trimmings of bine, the other with trimmings of pink, and 
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botb witli waists so raaah. lower than Etholyn's tliat Mrs. 
MarkLam thought the latter very decent by comparison. 

It took the ladies a few minutes to inspect the cut of 
Mrs. Miller's dress, and the style of Lair worn by Mai'cia 
and Ella, whose heads had heea under a hair- dresser's 
hands, and were cmioaitles to some of the Olneyitea. But 
all stifihess vanished with the sound of Jerry Plyrapton's 
fiddle, and the girls on the west side of the room began to 
loot at the boys on the opposite side, who were straighten- 
ing their collars and glancing at their " pumps." 

Ethelyn did not intend to dance, but when Judge Miller 
politely offered to lead her to the floor, saying, a& he guessed 
her thoughts, " Kemember the old adage, 'among the Ro- 
mans, and so forth,' " she involuntarily assented, and found 
herself leading the first cotillon to the sound of Jen'y Plymp- 
ton's fiddle. Mrs. MUler was dancing too, as were both 
Marcia and Ella, and that in a measure reconciled her to 
what she was doing. They knew something of the Lancers 
there on the prairie, and terrible Tim Jones offered to call 
off " if Miss Markham would dance with him and teep him 
goin' straight." 

Tim had laid a wager with a companion as rough as him- 
self that he would daace with the proud beauty, and this was 
the way he took to win his bet. The ruse succeeded, too, 
Richard's eyes and low-toned " Ethelyn I " availing more 
thaa aught else to drive Ethelyn to the floor with the 
dreadful Tim, who interlarded his directions with little 
asides of his own, such as " Gro it, Jim," " Cut her down 
there, Tom," and so forth. 

Ethelyn could have screamed out with disgust, and the 
moment the set was over, she said to Eichard, "I shall not 
dance again to-night." 
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Aud she kept her word, until toward the close of the 
party, wlieii poor Andy, wlio tad ijeeii so unfortunate as to 
find everybody engaged or too tired, canie up to her as 
she sat playing an aecompaniment to Jerry's " Mony- 
iQTislc," and with a most doleful expresaion said to her 
timidly — 

" Please, sister Ethie, dance jost once with me ; none of 
the girls wants to, and I hain't been in a figger to-night." 

Ethclyn could not resist Andy whose face was perfectly 
radiant ashlihtthfl dbidlihi 

against hers bngth E thm 

set,— her p t Ih t bl Tun — h t d h i L. 

and threw h f t h t th t 3.t d f-i,h 

And Ethely h t 11 f 1 g th t bj b g tl th 

snch peopl hhdfll fmthpdtl hh 

Ethelyn GrtcetlHl dd wtppd 
upon, and h p t [ pi q gl t d t by th h 

pin Andy hdp h t-cffTV hltht 

party was th m t d dful f yth Eth Ij h d 
dured, and h IJ h i f j y wl th la t t 

had said good-night, and she was at libeity to lay her ach 
ing head upon her pillow. 

Four days after there was a large and fashionable party 
at Mrs. Judge Miller's, in Camden, and Ethelyn went oyer 
in the cars, taking Eunice with hor as dreasing-maid, and 
stopping at the Stafford House. That night she wore her 
bridal robes, and received ao much attention that her head 
was nearly turned with flattery. She could dance with 
the young men of Camden, and flirt with them too, — espe- 
cially with Harry Clifford, who, she found, had been in 
college with Frank Van Buren. Harry Clifibrd was a last 
youngman, but pleasant to talk with for a while, and Ethelyn 
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found him very agreeable, saving that his mention of Frank 
made Jier heart throh unpleasantly ; for she fancied ho 
might know something of that page in her past life which 
she had concealed from Richard. Nor were her feara with- 
ont foundation, for once, when they were standing together 
near her husband, Harry sMd— 

" It seems so strange that you are the Ethie about whom 
Frank used to talk so much, and a lock of whoso hair he 
kept so sacred. I remember I tried to buy a part of it 
from him, but could not succeed until once, when his funds 
from home failed to come, and he was hard up, as we used 
to say, he actually sold, or rather pawned half of the shi- 
Eing tress . for the sum of five dollars. As the pawn was 
never redeemed, I have tie hair now, but never expected to 
rrieet with its owner, who needs not to be told that the tress 
is ten-fold more valuable ance I have met her, and know 
her to be the wife of our esteemed Member," and young 
Clifford bowed toward Richard, whose feee wore a perplex- 
ed, dissatisfied expression. 

Ho did not fancy Harry Clifford, and he oertdnly did 
not care to hear tiiat he had in his possession a lock of 
Ethelyn's hair, wbile the allusions to Frank Van Bnren 
were anything but agreeable to him. Neither did he like 
Ethelyn's painful blushes, and her evident desire for Harry 
to stop. It looked as if the hair business meant more than 
he would like to believe. Naturally bright and quick, 
young Clifford began at once to wonder if there had not 
been something more serious between Frank Van Buren 
and Ethelyn than he had at first supposed. 

" I mean to find out," he thought ; and watching an 
opportunity, when Ethelyn was comparatively alone, ho 
crossed to her aide and said, in a low tone, " Eseuse me, 
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Mrs. Mavlcham. If, in my allusions to Frank Van Buren, I 
touched a subject not altogether agreeable to yon, I meant 
no harm, I assure you." 

Instead of rebuiing the impertinent young man, Ethelyn 
turned very red and stammered out something about its 
being of no consequence ; and so Harry Clifford held the 
secret which she had kept so carefully from Kiehard; and 
that party in Camden was the stepping-stone to much of 
the wretchedness that afterward came to our heroine. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

OING TO WASHISGTON. 



[^^^gjICHAED'S tmnk was ready for Washington. His 
M M^ twelve shirts, which Eunice had ironed so nicely, 

socks, and his wedding-suit, which he was carrying as a 
mere matter of form, for he knew be should not need it 
during his three months' absence. He should not go into 
society, he thought, or even attend levees, with his heart 
as sore and heavy as it was during his last days at home, 
Ethelyn was not going with him. She knew it now, and 
never did face of a six-months' wife look harder or stonier 
than hers as she stayed in her room, paying no heed what- 
ever to Kiehard, and leaving entirely to Eunice and her 
mother-in-law those little things which most wives would 
have been delighted to do for their husband's comfort. 
Ethelyn was verv unhappy, very angry, and very bitterly 
disappointed. The fact that she was not going to "Waah- 
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ington had fallfin upon her like a thunderbolt, paralyring 
her, as it were, so that after the first great shoot was over 
she seemed like some benumbed creature bereft of care, or 
feeling, or interest in anything. 

She had remained in Camden the most of the day fol- 
lowing Mrs. Judge MiEer's party, and had done a little 
shopping with Maroia Fenton and Ella Backus, to both of 
whom she spoke of her winter in Washington as a matter 
of course, saying what she had to say in Richard's presence, 
and never dreaming that he was only waiting for a fitting 
opportanity to demolish her castles entirely. If Ethelyn 
had talked Washington openly to her husband when she 
was first married, and before' his mother had gained his 
ear, her chances for a winter at the Capital would have 
been far greater than they were now. But she had taken 
it for granted that she was going, and supposed that 
Richard understood it just aa she did. She had asked 
him several times where he intended to board, and why 
he did not secure rooms at Willard's, but Richard's non- 
committal replies had given her no cue to her impending 
fate. On the night of her return from Camden, as she 
stood by her dressing-bureau, folding away her point-lace 
handkerchief, she bad casually remarked, " I shall not use 
this again till I use it in Washington. Will it be very 
gay there this winter ? " 

Richard was leaning his elbow upon the mantel, looking 
thoughtfully into the flre, and for a moment he did not 
answer. He hated to demolish Etbic's castles, but it could 
not be helped ; so he said at last, " Put down your finery, 
Ethelyn, and come stand by me while I say something to 
yon." 

His voice and manner startled Ethelyn, but did not pre- 
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pare her for what foliowei] after sbe had " dropped her 
finery," and was standing hy her husband. 

" Ethelyn," he began, and Ms eyes did not move from 
the biaaing fire, " it is time we came to an understanding 
about Washington. I have talked with mother, whose 
age certainly entitles her opinion to some consideration, 
and she thinks with me that it will be far better for you 
to remain quietly at home this winter, where she can caro 
for you, and see that you are not at all imprudent. It 
would breat my heart if anything should happen to my 
darling," 

He was looking at Ethelyn now, and the expression of 
her face startled and terrified him, it was so strange and 
terrible. 

" Not go to Washington ! " and her lips quivered with 
passion, while her eyes burned like coals of fire. " I stay 
here aH this long, dreary winter with your mother ! Never, 
Richard, never ! I'll die before I'll do that. It is all—" 
she did not finish the sentence, for she would not say, " It 
is all I married you for ; " she was too much afraid of 
Richard for that, and so she hesitated, but looked at him 
intently to see if he was in earnest. 

She knew he was at last, — knew that neither tears, nor 
reproaches, nor bitter scorn could avail to carry her point, 
for she tried them all, even to violent histerics, which 
brought Mrs. Martham, senior, into the field and made the 
matter ten times worse. Had she stayed away, Richard 
might have yielded, for he was frightened at the storm he 
had provoted ; but Richard was passive in his mother's 
hand, and listened complacently while in stronger, plainer 
language than lie had used she repeated in substance all he 
had said about the impropriety of Ethelyn'e mingling with 
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the gay throng at Washington. And while she talked 
pool' Etlielyn lay upon the lounge, writhing with pain and 
passion, wishing that she could die, and feeling in lier 
heart that she hated the entire MarkLam race, from Eioh- 
ard down to innocent Andj, who heard of the quarro! going 
on between his brother and Ethelyn, and crept cautiously 
to the door of their room, wishing that he could mediate 
between them. 

But this was a matter beyond Andy's ken. He could not 
even find a petition in Hs Prayer-Book suited to that occa- 
sion, Mr. Townsend had assured him that it would meet 
every emergency ; but for once Mr. Townsend was at fault, 
— for with the sound of EtLelyn's angry voice ringing in Lis 
eiis, Andy lighted his tallow candle, and creeping up to his 
chamber knelt down by Ma wooden chair and sought 
among the general prayers for one suited " to a man and 
his wife quarrelling" There waa a prayer for the Presi- 
dent, a prayer for the clergy, a prayer for Congress, a prayer 
for rain, a prayer for the sick, a prayer for people going 
to sea, and people going to be hung, — ^but there was nothing 
for the point at issue, unless he took the prayer to be used 
in time of war and tumults, and this he thought would 
never answer, inasmuch as he did not really know who was 
the enemy from which he would be delivered. It was 
hard to decide ^;ainst Ethelyn and still harder to decide 
against "Dick," and so with his brains all in a muddle 
Andy concluded to take the prayer " for all sorts and con- 
ditions of men," speaking very low and earnestly when he 
asked that all " who were distressed in mind, bodj-, or 
estate, might be comforted and relieved according to 
their several necessities," This surely covered the ground 
to a very considerable extent ; or if it did not, the fervent 
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"Good Lord, deliver ns," with wMch Andy finished Ma 
devotions, did ; and the simple-hearted, trusting man arose 
from his knees comforted and relieved, even if Richard and 
Ethelyii were not. 

With thorn the trouble continued, for Etheljn kept lier 
bed next day, refusing to see any one, and only answering 
Richard in monosyllables when ho addressed himself di- 
rectly to her. Once he bent over her and said, " Ethelyn, 
tell lae truly, — is it your desire to be with me, your dread 
of separation from me, which makes you so averse to be 
left behind?" 

There was that in his voice which said that if this were 
the case he might be induced to reconsider. But though 
sorety tempted to do it, Ethelyn would not tell a falsehood 
for the sake of Washington ; so she made no reply, and 
Richard drew from her silence any inference he pleased. 
He was very wretched those last days, for he could not 
forget the look of Ethelyn's eye or the sound of her voice 
when, as she finally gave up the contest, she said to him, 
with quivering nostrils and steady tones, " You may leave 
me here, Richard, but remember this : not one line wiU I 
write to yoa while you are gone. I mean what I say. I 
shall keep my word." 

It would be dreadful not to hear directly from Ethie 
during all the dreary winter, and Richard hoped she would 
recall her words; but Ethelyn was too sorely wounded to 
do that. She must reach Richard somehow, and this was 
the way she would do it. She did not come down stairs 
agdn after it was settled. She was sick, she said, and kept 
her room, seeing no one but Richard and Eunice, who three 
times a day brought up her nicely-cooked mealsand looked 
euiiously at her as she deposited her tray upon the stand 
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and quietly left the.ioom. Mrs, Marktam did not go up 
at all, for Ethelyn cliatged her disappointment directly to 
her mother-in-law, and had asked that she he kept away ; 
and so, 'mid passion and tears and bitterness, the week 
went hy and brought the day when Richard was to leave. 



CnAPTEE XIV. 



^^^^|[E gray light of a November morning was breat- 
^^S ^», ing over the prairies when Richard stooped down 
|8B^.*fiJ|l| to iriss 1)15 nife, who did not think it wovtli her 
while to rise so early to see him off. She felt that 
she had been unjustly dealt with, and up to the very last 
maintained the same cold, icy manner so painful to Richard, 
who would fivin have won from her one smile to cheer him 
in his ahsence. But the smile was not given, though the 
lips which Richard touched did move a little, and he tried 
to believe it was a kiss they meant to give. Ouly the day 
before Ethie had heard from Aunt Van Buren that Frank 
was to be married at Christmas, after which they were 
going on to Washington, where they confidently expected to 
meet Ethelyn. With a kind of grim satisfaction Ethelyn 
showed this letter to her husband, hoping to awaken in him 
some remorse for his cruelty to her, if indeed he was ca- 
pable of remorse, which she doubted. She did not know 
liim, for if possible he suffered more than she did, though 
in a different way. It hurt him to leave her there alone, 
feeling as she did. He hated to go without her, qan'ying 
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only ill his mind the memory of the white, ri^d face which 
had not smiled on him for so long. He wanted her to 
seem interested in something, for her cold apathy of man- 
ner puzzled and alarmed him ; so remembering her aunt's 
letter on the morning of his departure, he spoke of it to her 
and said, "What shall I tell Mrs. Vto Buren for you! I 
shall probably see more or leas of them." 

" Tell her nothing. Prisoners send no messages," vias 
Ethelyn's reply ; and in the dim gray of the morning the two 
faces looked a moment at each other with such thooghts 
and passions written npon them as was pitiable to behold. 

Bnt when Richard was fairly gone, when the tones of 
his voice bidding his femily good-by had ceased, and 
Ethelyn sat leaning on her elbow and listening to the 
sound of the wheels which carried him away, such a feel- 
ing of desolation and loneliness swept over her that, bury- 
ing her face in the pillows, she wept bitterer tears of re- 
morse and regret than she had ever wept before. 

That day was a long and dreary one to all the members 
of the prairie farm-house. It was always lonely the first day 
of Richard's absence, but now it was drearier than over ; 
and with a harsh, forbidding look upon her face, Mrs. 
Markham went about her work, leaving Ethelyn entirely 
alone. She did not believe her daughter-in-law was any 
sicker than herself. " It was only airs," she thought, 
when at noon Ethelyn declined the boiled beef and cab- 
bage, saying just the odor of it made her sick. " Nothing 
but airs," she persisted in saying, as she prepared a shco 
of nice cream-toast with a softrboiled e^ and cup of fra- 
grant black tea. Ethie did not refuse these viands, and 
was gracious enough to thank her mother-in-law for her 
extra trouble ; but she did it in such a queenly as well as 
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injured kind of way, that Mra. Markhain felt more ag- 
grieved tlian ever, and, for a good woman, wlio someticaes 
spoke in meetiug, slammed the door eonaiderably hard as 
she left the room and went back to her kitchen, where the 
table had been laid ever since Ethelyn took to eatuig up- 
stairs. So long as she at« with the family Mrs. Markham 
feH rather obliged to take her meals in the front room, but 
it made a deal more work, and she was glad to return to 
her olden ways once more. Eunice was gone of an er- 
rand, and so she felt at liberty to speak her mind freely to 
ber boys as they gathered around the table. 

" It is sheer ugliness," she said, " which keeps her 
cooped up there to be waited on. She is no more sick 
than I ara ; kit I couldn't make Richard b'lieve it." 

" Mother, you surely did not go to Richard with com- 
plaints of his wife," and James looked reproachfully acrosa 
the table at hia mother, who replied, " I told him what I 
thought, for I wa'n't going to have him miserable all the 
time thinking how sick she was ; but I might as well have 
talked to the wind, for any good it did. He even seemed 
putckerky, too." 

" I should he more than putcherky if you were to talk 
to me s^ainst my wife if I had one," James retoi-ted, think- 
ing of Melinda and the way she sang that solo in the choir 
the day before. 

It was a little strange that James and John and Andy 
all took Ethelyu's part against their mother, and even 
against Ricliard, who they thought might have taken her 
with him, 

" It would not have hnrt her any more than fretting her- 
self to death at home. No, nor half so much ; and she 
must feel like a cat in a strange garret here alone with us." 
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It was Jolin wlio said tliis, — quiet John, who talked so 
little and annoyed Etheljn so much by coming to tlie table 
in his blue frock, with bis pants tucked in his boots, and 
his curly hair standing every way. Tliough very much 
afraid of bis grand sister-in-law, he admired ber beyond 
everything, and kept the slippers she brought him safely put 
away with a lock of Daisy's Lair and a letter written to him 
by the young girl whose grave was close beside Daisy's in 
the Olney Cemetery. John had had his romance and 
buried it with its heroine, since which time he had said 
but little to womankind, though never was there a truer 
heart than that which beat beneath the home-spun frock 
Ethelyn so despised. Kichard had bidden him be kind 
to Etbie, and John had said he would ; and after that 
promise was given, had the farm-house been on fire the 
sturdy fellow would have perilled life and limb to save her 
for Dick. To James, too, Eiebard had spoken a word for 
Etliie, and to Andy also ; so there were left to her four 
champions in his absence,— for Eunice had had her charge, 
with promises of a new dress if faithful to her trust ; and 
thus there was no one against poor EtheJyn saving the 
mother-in-law, who made that first dinner after Richard's 
absence so uncomfortable that John left the table without 
touching the boiled Indian -pudding, of which he was so 
fond, while James rather curtly asked what there was to be 
gained by spitting out so about Ethelyn, and Andy listened 
in silence, thinking how, by and by, when all the chores 
were done, he would take a basket of kindlings up for 
Ethie's fire, and if she asked him to sit doivn, he would do 
so and try and come to the root of the matter, and see if 
he could not do something to make things a little better. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



ANDT TRIES 1 



BS^MJ TIIEL YN" was very sick with a nervous headaclie, 
M ^SrI ^""^ ^° ^'^^y ^^^ "'-''' S° ^" "■''^ ^^^ kindlings 
lEtoEK^I that night, but put the basket near the door, 
where Eunice would find it hi the morning. It was a part 
of Richard's bargain with Ennice tbat Ethie should always 
Lave a bright warm fire to dress by, and the first thing 
Ethelyn heard as she unclosed her eyes was the sound of 
Eunice blowing the coals and kindlings into a blaze as she 
knelt upon the hearth, with her cheeks and eyes distended 
to their utmost capacity. It was a very dreary awaking, 
and Etheiyn sighed as she looked from .her window out 
upon the faristretching prmrie, where the first snows of the 
season were falling. There were but few objects to break 
up the monotonous level, and the mottled November, sky 
frowBed gloomily and coldly upon her. Out in the back 
yard James and John were feeding the cattle ; and the Weatr 
ing of the sheep and the lowing of the cows came to her ear 
as she turned with a shiver from the window. How could 
she stay there all that long, dreary winter,^tliere where 
there was not an individud who had a thought or taste in 
common with her own. She could not stay, she decided ; 
and then as the question arose " where will you go 1 " the 
utter hopelessness and helplessness of her position mshed 
over her with so much force that she sank down upon the 
lounge which Eunice had drawn to the fire, and when the 
latter came up with breakfast she found her young mistress 
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crying in a beart-broten, despairing kind of way, wliich 
touched her heart at once, 

Eunice knew but little of the trouble with regard to 
Washington. Mrs. Marltham had been discreet enough to 
keep that from her; and so she naturally ascribed Ethie's 
tears to grief at parting with her husband, and tried in her 
homely way to comfort her. Three months were not very 
long ; they would pass very quickly, sho said, adding that 
she heard Jim say the night before that as soon as he got 
his gray colts broken he was going to take his sister all 
over the country and cheer her up a little. 

Ethie's heart was too full to permit her to reply, and 
Ettnice soon left her alone, reporting below stairs how white 
and sick she was looking. To Mrs. Markham's credit we 
record that, with a view to please her daughter-in-law, a fire 
was that afternoon made in the parlor and Ethelyn solicited 
to come down, Mrs. Markham, who carried the invitation, 
ur^ng that a change would do her good, as it was tiot well 
to stay always in one place. But Ethelyn preferred the 
solitude of ber own chamber, and though she thanked her 
mother-in-law for her tboughtfulness, she declined going 
down, aod Mrs, Markham had made her fire for nothing. 
Not even Melinda came to enjoy it, for she was in Camden, 
visiting aschoolmate; and so the day passed drearily enough 
with them all, and the autumnal night shut down again 
darker, gloomier than ever, aa it seemed to Ethelyn. She had 
seen no one but Mrs. Markham and Eunice since Richard 
went away, and she was wondering what had become of 
Andy, when she heard bis shuffling tread upon the stairs, 
and a moment after, his round, shining face appeared, ask- 
ing if he might come in. Andy wore his best clothes on 
this occasion, for an idea had been lodged in his brain that 
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Ethelyn liked a person well dressed, and he was much 
pleased with himself in his short coat and shorter pants, 
and the half and white cotton cravat tied in a hard knot 
around his sharp staoding-collar, which almost cut the bot- 
tom of his ears. 

" I wished to see you," he said, taking a chair directly 
in front of Ethelyn and tipping back against the wall. " 1 
wanted to come before, but was afraid you didn't care to 
have me. I've got somethin' for you now, though, — ^aome- 
thin' good for sore eyes. Guess what 'tis ! " 

And Andy began fumbling in hb pocket for the some- 
thing which was to cheer Ethelyn, aa he hoped. 

" Look a-here. A letter from old Rick, writ the very 
first day. That's what I call real courtin' like," and Aady 
gave to Ethelyn the letter which John had brought from 
the ofBce, and which a detention of the train at Stafford for 
four hours had afforded Eicbard an opportunity to write. 

It was only a few lines, meant for her alone, but Ethe- 
lyii's cheek did not redden as she read them, or her eyes 
bright«n one whit. Richard was well, she said, explaining 
to Andy the reason for his writing, and then she put the 
letter away, while Andy sat looking at her, and wondering 
what he should say next He had come up to comfort her, 
but found it hard to begin. Ethio was very pale, and there 
were dark rings around her eyes, showing that she suffered, 
even if Mrs. Markham did assert there was nothing ailed 
her hut spleen. 

At last Andy blurted oat, " I am so sorry for you, Ethelyn, 
for I know it must be bad to have your man go off and 
leave you alone, when you wanted to go with him, Jim 
and John and me talked it up to-day when we was out to 
wort, and we think you orto have gone with Dick, It 
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must be lonesome staying here, and you only six months 
married. I wish, and the boys wisbes, we could do some- 
thing to chirk you up." 

With the exception of what Eunice bad said these were 
the first words of sympathy Ethelyn had heard, and her 
tears flowed at once, while her slight form shook with such 
a tempest of sobs that Andy was alarmed, and getting down 
oil his knees beside her, begged of her to tell him what was 
the matter. Had be butt her feelings! he was such a 
blunderiii' critter be never knew the right thing to say, and 
if she liked he'd go straight off down stairs. 

" No, Anderson," Ethelyn said, " you have not hnrt my 
feelings, and I do not wish you to go, bat, oh, I am bo 
wretched and so disappointed too ! " 

" About goin' to Washington, you mean 1 " Andy asked, 
resnming bis cbair, and his attitude of earnest inquiry, 
while Ethelyn, forgetting ail her reserve, replied, "Yes, I 
mean that and everything else. It has been nothing but 
disappoiutment ever since I left Chicopee, and I sometimes 
wish I had died before I promised to go away from dear 
Annt Barbara's, where I was so happy." 

" What made you. promise, then ? I suppose, thongh, 
it was because you loved Dick so much," simple-minded 
Andy said, trying to remember if there was not a passage 
somewhere which read, " For this cause shall a man leave 
father and mother and cleave unto hb wife, and they twain 
shall be one fleih " 

Eth 1 nw uldnot wonnd Andy by tell gl mhowlttle 

love h d h d to d with her unhappy mai age and she re- 

mai 1 1 nt fo moment, while A dv co tnuel Be 

you d appo ted h re, — with us, I mea an 1 tl e fl 9 " 

"ies And n terribly disappointed Nothing is as 
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I supposed. Richsu'd never told me what I was t<j expect," 
EtLcIjn replied, without stopping to consider what she was 
Baying. 

For a moment Andy looked intently at her, as if trying 
to make out her meaning. Then, as it in part dawned upon 
Lim, he said, sorrowfully, "Sister Ethie, if it's me yoa 
mean, I was more to blame than Dick, for I asked him not 
to tell you I was— a — a~wall, I onee heard Miss Captain 
Simmons say I was Widder Markham's fool" and Andy's 
chin quivered as he went ou : "I Mn't a fool exactly, for I 
don't drQol or slobber, like Tom Brown, the idiot, but I 
have a soft spot in my head, and I didn't want yon to know 
it, for fear you wouldn't like me. Daisy liked me, though, 
and Daisy knew what I was and called me ' dear Andy,' 
and kissed me when she died," 

Andy was crying softly now, and Ethelyn was crying 
with him. The hard feeling at her heart was giving way, 
and she could have put her arms around this childish man, 
who aft«r a moment continued, " Dick said he wouldn't 
toll you, so you must fot^ive him for that. You've found 
mo out, I s'poae. You know I ain't like Jim, nor John, 
and I can't hold a candle to old Dick, but sometimes I've 
hoped you liked me a little, even if yon do keep callin' me 
Anderson. I wish you wouldn't ; seems as if folks thinks 
more of me when they say ' Andy ' to me." 

"Oh, Andy, dear Andy," Ethelyn exclaimed, "I do like 
you 80 much, — Hte you best of all 1 I did not mean you 
when I said I was disappointed." 

" "Who, then ? " Andy asked, in his straightforwai'd way. 
" Is it mother 3 She is odd, I gne^, though I never 
thought oii't till you came here. Yes, mother is some 
queer, but she is good ; and oncet when I had the tythoid 
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and lay like a log, I heard her pray for ' her poor dear hay 
Andy;' that's what she called me, as lovin' lite as if I 
wasn't a fool, or somethin' nigh it." 

Etheijn did not wish to leave upon his mind the impres- 
sion that his mother had everything to do with her wretch- 
edness, and so as cautiously aa she could sle tried to ex- 
plain to him the difference between the habits and cus- 
toms of Chicopee and Olney. Warming up with her theme 
as she progressed, she said more than she intended, and 
succeeded in driving into Andy's brain a vague idea that his 
fimiily were n^t up to her standard, but were in fact a long 
way behind the times. Andy was in a dilemma ; he wanted 
to help Ethelyn and he did not know how. Suddenly, 
however, his face brightened and he asked, " Do you belong 
to the church ? " 

" Tes," was Ethelyn's reply. 

" You do /'" Andy repeated in some surprise, and Ethelyn 
replied, " Not the way you mean, perhaps ; hut when I was 
a baby I Was baptized in the church and thus became a 



" So you never had the Bishop's hands upon your head, 
and done what the Saviour told us to do to remember 
him by ! " 

Ethelyn shoot her head, and Andy went on : " Oh, what 
a pity, when he is such a good Saviour, and would know 
just how to help you, now you are so sorry-like, and 
hom^ct, and disappointed If you had him, yon could 
tell him all about it ^nd he would comtiit j ou He hel[ied 
me, yon don't know how much, and I was dreadful hvl 
once, I used to git dtunl,, Ethie, — dmnker'n a tool, and 
come biccuppin' home with m> clothe*, ill toie and m\ 
hat smashed into njthin'." 
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Andy's fejje was scarlet aa he confessed his paat mis- 
deeds, but without the least hesitation he went on : " Mr. 
Townsend found me one day in the ditch, and helped me 
up and got me into his room and prayed over me and talked 
to me, and never let me off from that time till the Saviour 
took me up, and now it's better than three years since I 
tasted a drop, I don't taste it even at the Sacrament, for 
fear what the taste might do, and I used to hold my nose 
to keep shut of the smell. Mr. Townsend knows I don't 
toucli it, and God knows, too, and thinks I'm right, Fm 
sure, and gives roe to drink of his precious blood just the 
same, for I feel light aa air when I come from the altar. If 
reli^on conid make me, a fool and a drunkard, happy, it 
would do sights for you who know so much. Try it, Ethie, 

Andy was getting in earnest now, and Ethelyn could not 
meet the glance of his honest, pleading eyes. 

"I can't be good, Andy," she said; " I shouldn't know 
how to begin or what to do." 

" Seems to me I could tell you a few things," Andy 
said. " God didn't want you to go to Wsahiugton for 
some wise purpose or other, and so ho put it into 
Dick's heart to leave you at home. Now, instead of 
crying about that I'd make the best of it and be as happy 
as I could here. I know we ain't starched-up folks 
like them in Boston, but we like you, all of us, - least- 
wise Jim and John and me do, — and I don't mean to come 
to the table in my shirt-sleevea any more, if that will 
suit you, and I won't blow my tea in my sasser, nor sop my 
bread in the platter; though if you arc all done and 
there's a lot of nice gravy left, you won't mind it, will 
you, Ethelyn ? — for I do love gravy." 
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Etheljn liad heen more particular than she meant to 
he nith Iier reasons for her disappointment, and in enu- 
merating the had habits of the family she had included 
Ihc points upon which Andy had seined so readily. He 
had never been told before that his manners were en- 
tirely what they oaght not to be; he could hardly see 
it so now, but if it would please Ethie he would try 
to retrain, he said, asking that when she saw him doing 
anything very outlandish, she would remind him of it and 
tell him what was right, 

"I think folks is always happier," he continued, "when 
they foi^it to please themselves -md try to suit others, 
even it they can't see any sense m it ' 

Andy did not exactly mean this ai a rebuke, but 
it had the effert of one and set Ethelyn to thinking 
^uch genuine iimphcit^ and frankness could not be lost 
upon her , and long after Andy had left her and gone 
t> his room where he sought in his Prayer Book foi 
Mmething just suited to her case, she sat pondeim^ upon 
all he had said, aTid upon the hith which could make 
e\en simple Andy to lovible and good 

He has impro^etl his one talent far more than I 
hive my fi\e or ten,' she said, while regrets tor her 
wn past misdeeds legm to fill hii bi'iom, with a wish 
that she might m some Jcgiee atone far them 

Perhaps it wai the resnlotion formed that night md 
perhaps it was the answer ti Anil's prayer that God 
noTild have merey upcn Ethie and inclme her and his 
mother to pull together better, which sent Ethtlyn d wn 
ti, breaktist the next morning and kept her bolow stairs 
a aoid poition if the lay, and mide her accept James' 
invitation to ride with him in the aftemojn Then when 
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it was right again, and she saw Eunice carrying through 
the hall a smoking firebrand, which she knew was designed 
for the parlor fire, she changed her mind about staving alone 
upstairs with the books she had commenced to reil, 
hut biought instead the white, fleecy cloud she was 
knitting, and "at with the familj, who h<t] never >iepn 
her more gracions or amiable, and wondeied what hid 
happened, Aniy thouijht he knew, he Ldd prayed fir 
Ethie, not onlj the preiions night, but that morning befoie 
he left his room, and also during the day, — once in the 
bam upon a rick of hay and once behind the smoke-house. 
Andy always looked for direct answers to his prayers, 
and believing be bad received one his fece was radiant witb 
content and satisfaction when after supper he brushed and 
wet his hair and plastered it down upon his forehead, and 
changed his beavy boots for a lighter pair of Richard's, and 
then sat down before the parlor fire with the yarn sock be 
■was knitting for himself, Ethelyn tad never seen him en- 
gaged in this feminine employment before, and she felt a 
strong disposition to laugh, but fearing to wound bira, re- 
pressed ber smiles and seemed not to look at him as he 
worked industriously on the heel, turning and shaping it 
better than she could have done. It was not often that 
Ethelyn had favored the family with music, but she did so 
that night, playing and singing pieces which she knew 
were familiar to them, and only feeling a momentary pang 
of icsentment when at the close of Yankee Doodle, with 
vanations, quiet John remarked that Melinda herself could 
not go ahead of that! Melinda's style of music was evi- 
dently preferable to her own, but she swallowed the insult 
and sang "Lily Dale," at the request of Andy, who, think- 
ing the while of dear little Daisy, wiped his eyes with the 
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leg of his sock, while a tear trickled down his mother's 
cheet and dropped into her lap, 

" I thought Melinda Jones wanted to practise on the 
planner," Ennice said, after Ethelyn was done playing ; " I 
Iteard her saying so one day and wondering if Miss Mark- 
ham would be wilHn'." 

Ethelyn was in a mood then to Msent to anything, and 
she expressed her entire approbation, saying ereii that she 
would gladly give Melinda any assistance in her power. 
Ethelyn had been hard and cold and proud so long that 
she scarcely knew herself in this new phase of character, 
and the family did not know her either. But they appre- 
ciated it fully, and James' eyes were very bright and spark- 
ling, when in imitation of Andy he bade his sister good- 
night, thinking, as she left the room, how beautiful she was 
and how pleased Melinda would be, and hoping she would 
find it convenient to practise there evenings, as that would 
render an escort home absolutely necessary, unless her 
brother came for her. 

Ethelyn had not changad her mind when Melinda came 
home next day, and as a matter of coarse called at the 
Markhams in the evening. Bat Ethelyn's offer had come 
a little too late, — Melinda was ffoinff to Washington to 
spend the winter ! A bachelor brother of her mother's, 
living among the mountains of Vermont, had been elected 
Member of Congress in the place of the regular member, 
who had resigned ; and as the nnele was wealthy and gen- 
erous, and bad certain pleasant reminiscences of a visit to 
Iowa when a little black-eyed girl had been so agreeable to 
him, he had written for her to join him in Washington, 
promising %o defray all expenses, and sending on a draft for 
two hundred dollars, with which she was to procure what- 
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ever slie deemed neoesaary for her winter's outfit. Melin- 
da's star was Jn the ascendant, and EtLelyu felt a pang of 
sometbing like envy aa she thought how differently Me- 
linda's winter would pass from her own, wbile James 
trembled for the effect Washington might have upon the 
girl who walked so slowly with him along the beaten path 
between his house and her father's, and whose eyes, as she 
bade him good-night, were scarcely less bright than the 
stars shining down upon her. Would she come back like 
Ethelyn ! He hoped not, for there would then be an end 
to all the fond dreams he had been dreaming. She would 
despise his homely ways and look for somebody higher 
than pldn Jim Martham. in his cowhide boots, James was 
sorry to have Melinda go, and Ethelyn was sorry too. It 
seemed as if she was to be left alone, for two days after 
Melinda'a return Marcia Fenton and Ella Backus came out 
from Camden to call, and communicated the uews that 
they, too, were going on to Washington, together with 
Mrs, Judge Miller, whose father was a TJ, S, Senator. It 
was terrible to be thus left behind, and Ethelyn's heart 
grew harder against her husband for dooming her to such a 
fate. Every week James, or John, or Andy brought from 
the post a letter in Eichard's handwriting, directed to Mrs. 
Richard Markham, and once in two weeks Andy carried a 
letter to the post directed in Ethelyn's handwriting to 
" Richard Markham, M.C.," — ^but Andy never suspected that 
the dainty little envelope, with a Boston mark upon it, en- 
closed only a blank sheet of paper ! Ethelyn had affirmed 
so solemnly that she would not write to her husband that 
she half feared to break her vow ; and besides that, she 
could not forgive him for having left her behind, while 
Marcia, Ella, and Melinda were enjoying themselves so 
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much, Slie knew slie was doing wrong, and not a night of 
her hfe did she go to hoi lonely bed that there did not 
creep over her a seasation of fear as she thought, "What 
if I should die while I am so bad J" 

At homo, in Chicopee, she used always to go through 
with a form of prayer, but she could not do that now for 
the something which rose up between her and heaven, 
smothering the words upon her lips ; and so in this condi- 
tion she lived on day after day, growing more and more 
licsolato and lonely, and wondering sadly if life would al- 
ways be as dreary and aimless as it was now. And while 
she pondered thus, Andy prayed on and practised hia les- 
sons in good mannera, provoking the mirth of the whole 
family by his ludicrous attempts to be polite, and feeling 
sometimes tempted to give the matter up. Andy was 
everything to Ethelyn, and once when her conscience was 
smiting her more than usual with regard to the blanks, she 
said to him, abruptly, " If you had made a wicked vow, 
which would you do,^ — keep it or break it, and so tell a 
falsehood 3 " 

Andy was not much of a lawyer, he sMd, but " he thought 
he knew some scripter right to the p'int," and taking his 
well-worn bible he found and read the parable of the two 
sons commanded to work in their father's vineyard. 

" If the Saviour commended the one who said he 
wouldn't and then went and did it, I think there can be 
no harm in your breaking a wicked vowj leastways I 
should do it." 

This was Andy's advice; and that night, long after the 
family were in bed, a light was shining in Ethelyn's cham- 
ber, where she sat writing toher husband, and as if Andy's 
spirit were pervading hers, she softened as she wrote and 
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asked forgive ntisa for tlie past whicJi she had made ao 
wretched. She was going to do better, she said, and when 
her husband came home she would try to mate him 
happy. 

"But, oh! Richard," she wrote, " please take me away 
from here, — to Camden, or Olney, or anywhere, — so I can 
begia anew to be the wife I ought to be. I was never 
worthy of you, Richard. I deceived you from the first, and 
if I could summon the courage I would tell you ahout it." 

This letter, which would have done so nmch good, was 
never finished, for when the morning came there were 
troubled faces at the prairie farm-house, — Mrs. Markham 
looking very anxious ami Eunice very scared, James going 
for the doctor and AnJy for Mrs. Jones, while up in 
Ethie'a room, where the curtains were drawn so closely 
before the windows, life and death wore struggling for the 
r, and each in a measure coming off' triumphant. 



CHAPTER XVr. 

WASHIKGTON. 

[^^^^ICH AED had not been happy in "Washington. He 
K ^5Q led too quiet and secluded a life, his companions 
Iwi^^ l said, and they advised him to go out more, jo- 
cosely telling him that ho was pining for his young wife and 
growing quite an old man. When Melinda Jones came, 
Richard brightened a little, for there was always a sense of 
comfort and rest in Melinda'a presence, and Richard spent 
much of his leisure in her society, accompanying her to 
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coBcerta and oceasiotially to a levee, and taking pains to 
show her whatever he thought would interest her. It was 
pleasant to have a lady with him aometimes, and he wished 
so much it had been practicable for Ethelyn to have coma. 
" Poor Ethie," he called hct to himself, pitying her lie- 
cause, vain man that he was, he thought her so lonely with- 
out him. This was at first, and before he had received 
that dreadful blank, which sent such a ehiU to his heart, 
maldng him cold, and faint, and sicli, as he began to realize 
what it was in a woman's power to do. He bad occasion- 
ally thought of Etbelyn's threat, not to write him a line, 
and felt very uncomfortable as he recalled the expression 
of her eyes when slie made it. Bat he did not believe she 
was in earnest. She snrcly could not hold out against the 
letter he wrote, telling how he missed her every moment, 
and how, if it had been at all advisable, he would have 
taken her with Mm. He did not know Ethelyn, and was 
not prepared for the disappointment in store for him when 
the dainty little envelope was put into his hand. It was 
her handwriting, — so much he knew ; and there lingered 
about the missive faint traces of the sweet perfume he re- 
membered as pervading everything she wore or used. Ethe- 
lyn had not kept her vow; and with a throb of joy Richard 
tore open the envelope and removed the delicate tinted 
sheet inside. But the hand of the strong man shook, and 
his heart grew heavy as load, when he turned the sheet 
tbrice over, seeking in vain for some line or word, or syl- 
lable or sign. But there was none, and Richard felt for a 
moment as if all the world were as completely a hian^ as 
that bit of gilt-edged paper he crumpled so helplessly in his 
hand. Anon, however, hope whispered that she would 
write next time ; she could not hold out thus all winter; 
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and so Eicliard wrote again and again with tlie same suc- 
ceaa, until at last he expected nothing, and people said of 
him that he was growing old, while even Mellnda noticed 
his altered appearance, and how fast his brown hair was 
turning gray. Mellnda was in one sense his good angel. 
She brought him news from home and Ethelyn, telling for 
one thing of Etliie's offer to teach her masic dnring the 
winter ; and for another, of Ethie's long drives upon the 
prairie, sometimes with James, and sometimes with John, 
bnt oftenest with Andv, to whom she seemed to cling as to 
a very dear brother. 

This news did Richard good, showing a better side of 
Ethie's character than the one presented to him. She was 
not cold and proud to the iamily at home; even his mother, 
who wrote to him once or twice, spoke kindly of her, while 
James warmly applauded her, and Andy wrote a letter, 
wonderful in composition, and full of nothing but Ethelyn, 
who made their home so pleasant with her music, and songs, 
and pretty face. There was some comfort in this, and so 
Kichard bore his burden in silence, and no one ever dreamed 
that the letters he received with tolerable regularity were 
only Want, fnlfilments of a hasty vow. 

With Christmas came the Van Buren set from Boston, 
— Aunt Sophie, with Frank and his girlish bride, who soon 
became a belle, and flirted with every man who offered his 
attentions, while Frank was in no ways behind in his flirta- 
tions with the other sex. Plain, matter-of-fact Melinda Jones 
was among the first to claim his notice after he learned that 
she was niece of the man who drove such splendid blacks 
and kept so handsome a suite of rooms at Willard's ; bnt 
Melinda was more than his match, and snubbed him so un- 
y that he gave her up, and sneered at her as " that 
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old-maidjsli girl from out \\ est ' Mii Dr Van Boren 
tad been profuse in her mquiiies iftci Etlieljn, and loud 
ill her regrets at her absence She had aKo tiied to patron- 
ize both Kichard and Mehnda, taking the latter with her 
to the theatre and to a reception, and trying to cultivate 
her for the sake of poor Ethie, who was obliged to associate 
with her, and people like her. Melinda, however, did not 
need Mrs. Van Buren's patronage. Her ancle was a man 
of wedth and mark, who stood high in Waahington, where 
ha had been before. His niece could not lack attention, 
and ere the season was over the two rival belles at Wash- 
ington were Mrs. Frank Van Buren, from Boston, and Miss 
Melinda Jones, from Iowa. 

But prosperity did not spoil Melinda, and James Mark- 
ham's chances were quite as good when, dressed in pink silk, 
with camelias in her hair, she entertained some half dozen 
judges and M.C.'s, as when in brown delaine and M^enta 
ribbons she danced a quadrille at some " quilting bee out 
West." She saw the difference, however, between men of 
cultivation and those who had none, and began to under- 
stand the cause of Ethelyn's cold, proud looks when sur- 
rounded by Kichaid's family. She began also silently to 
watch and criticise Richard, comparing him with other men 
of equal brain, and thinking how, if she were his wife, she 
would go to work to correct his manners. Possibly, too, 
thoughts of James, in his blue frock and cowhide hoots, 
occasionally intruded themselves upon her mind; but if so, 
they did not greatly disturb her equanimity, for, let what 
might happen, Melinda felt herself equal to the emergency, 
— whether it wore to put down Frank Van Buren and the 
whole race of impudent puppies like him, or polish rough 
James Marlthani if need bo. How she hated Frank Van 
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Buret! when slie saw his neglect of his young wife, whose 
money was all he seamed to care for ; and how utterly she 
loathed and despised him after the night when, at a party 
given by one of Washington's magnates, he stood beside 
her for half an hour and talked confidentially to her of 
Ethelyn,whom,he hinted, he could have married, if he would, 

" "Why didn't you, then 3 " and Melinda turned sharply, 
upon him, with a look in her black eyea which made him 
wince as he replied, " Family interference, — must have mo- 
ney, you know. But, zounds ! don't I pity her ! — tied to 
that clown, whom — " 

Frank did not finish the sentence, for Melinda's eyes 
fairly bkzed with anger as she eut him short with " Excuse 
me, Mr. Van Buren ; I can't listen to such abuse of one 
whom I esteem as highly as I do Judge Markham. Why, 
sir, he is head and shoulders above you, in sense and 
intellect aud everytliing which mates a man ; " and with a 
haughty bow Melinda swept away, leaving the shame-faced 
Frank alone in his discomfitm-e. 

"Id like to kiik myself if I could, though I told nothing 
but the truth Ethie did want me confoundedly, and I 
would h-i^e mamed her if she hadn't been poor as a 
chuich raousi, ' Fiank muttered to himself, standing in the 
deep recess of the window, and all nnconsciouB that just 
outside upon the balcony was a motionless form which had 
heard every word of his conversation with Melinda, aud his 
soliloquy afterward. 

Eichard Markham had come to this party to please Me- 
linda, but he did not enjoy it. If Ethie had been there, 
he might ; but he could not forget the hlank that day re- 
ceived, or the letter from James, which said that Ethelyn 
■was not looking as well as usual, and had the morning pre- 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



WASHINGTON. 171 

vioaa aikeJ Mm to turn back before they had ridden more 
than two mile'!. IIo could not be happy with that upon 
his mind, and so he stole from the gay scene out upon the 
balcony, where he stood watching the quiet stars and think- 
ing oE Ethelyn, when his ear was caught by the mention 
of her name, 

lie had not thought before who the couple were stand- 
ing 60 near to Lim, bat he knew now it was Melinda and 
Frank Van Buren, and became an involuntary listener to 
the conversation which ensued. There was a clenching of 
his fist, a shutting together of his teeth, and an impulse to 
knock the boasting Frank Van Buren down ; and then, as 
the past flashed before him, with the thought that po^ibly 
Frank spoke the truth and Ethelyn had loved him, there 
swept over him such a sense of anguish and desolation that 
he forgot all else in his own wretchedness. It had never 
occurred to' him that Ethelyn married him while ail the 
time she loved another, — that perhaps she loved that other 
still, — and the very possibility of it drove him nearly wild. 

He was missed from the party, but no one could tell 
when he left, for no one saw him as ho sprang down into 
the garden, and taking refuge in the paths where the sha- 
dows were the deepest, escaped unobserved into the street, 
and back to hia own room, where he went over all the past 
and recalled every little act of affection on Ethelyn's part, 
and weighed it in the balance with proofe that she did not 
care for him and never had. 80 much did Richard love his 
wife, and so anxious was he to find her guiltless, that he mag- 
nified every virtue and excused every error until the verdict 
rendered was in her favor, and Frank alone was the delin- 
quent,— -Frank, the vain, conceited coxcomb, who thought 
beeanse a woman waa civil to him that she must needs wish 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



178 WASHINOTOS. 

to marry liim ; Frank, the wretch who had presunicd to 
pity bis cousin, and called her Lushand a clown I How 
Richard'a fingers tingled with a desire to thraah the insult- 
ing rascal; and how, in spite of the verdict, his heart ached 
with a dull, heavy fear lest it might he trae that Ethie had 
once felt for Frank something deeper than what girls usually 
feel for their first cousins. 

"And supposing she has?" Eictard's generous nature 
asked. " Supposing she did love Frank once on a time 
well enough to marry him ? She surely was all over that 
love hefore she promised to be jny wife, else she had not 
promised ; and so the only point where she is at fault is in 
concealing from me the fact that she had loved another 
first. I was honest with her. I told her of Abigail, and 
it was very hard to do it, for I felt that the proud girl's 
spirit rebelled against such as Abigail was years ago. It 
would have been so easy, then, for Ethelyn to Lave con- 
fessed to me, if she had a confession to make ; though how 
si e could ever care for such a jackanapes as that baboon 
of a Fr 1 is moi'e than I can tell." 

P cha d was waxing warm against Frank Van Buren, 
hon he despised so heartily that he put upon his shoul- 
le all the blame concerning Ethelyn, if blame there were, 
lie w uld so like to think her innocent, and he tried so 
1 atd to do it that he succeeded in part ; though frequently, 
-IS the days passed on, and he sat at his post in the House, 
1 sten g to some tiresome speech, or took his solitary 
wilk a pa g of something like fear that all had not been 
open a d tair between himself and his wife would cut like 
a knife through Lis heart, and almost stop his breath. The 
short session was wearing to a close, and he was glad of it, 
for he longed to be home again with Ethelyn, even if he 
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were doomed to nieet the same coldness which tiiose ter- 
rible blanks had brouglit him. Anything was preferable 
to the life he led ; and though he grew pale as ashes when, 
toward the latter part of Febniaiy, he received a telegram 
to come home at once, as Ethelyti was very sicic, he hailed 
the news as a message of deliverance whereby he could 
escape from Washington a few days sooner. He hardly 
knew when or how the idea occurred to him. that Aunt 
Barbara's presence would be more than acceptable to 
Ethelyn now ; hnt occur to him it did ; and Aunt Barbara, 
sitting by her winter fire and thinking of Ethelyn, was 
startled terribly by the missive which bade her join Richard 
Martham at Albany, on the morrow, and go with him to 
Iowa, where Ethie lay so ill. A pilgrimage to Mecca would 
scarcely have looked more formidable to the good woman 
than this sudden trip to Iowa; but where her duty was 
concerned she did not hesitate; and when at noon of the 
next day the New York train came up the river, tte first 
thing Richard saw, as he walked rapidly toward the Cen- 
tral Depot at Albany, was Aant Barbara's bonnet protrud- 
ing from the car window, and Aunt Barbara's hand making 
frantic passes and gestures to attract his notice. 
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Richard's heir, 

whole week the windows of Etbelyn'a 
) darkened as dark as Mrs, MarkLam'a 
I heavy shawl and a patchwork quilt could mate 
them. The doctor rode to and from the fiirm-honse, look- 
ing more and more concerned each time he came from the 
sick-room. Mrs. Jones was over almost every honr, or if 
she did not come Tim was sent to inquire, his voice very 
low and subdued as be asked, " How is she now ? " while 
James' voice was lower and sadder still as he answered, 
" There is no change." Up and down the stairs Mrs. Mark- 
ham went softly, wishing that she had never harbored an un- 
kind thought against the pale-faced girl lying so anconscioua 
of all they were doing for Ler. In the kitchen below, with 
a scared look upon her face, Eunice washed and wiped 
her dishes, and wondered if Richard wonld get home in 
time for the funeral, and if he would order from Camden 
a metallic coffin such as Minnie Dayton had been buried 
in ; and Eunice's tears fell like r^n as she thought how 
terrible it was to die so young, and unprepared, too, as 
she heard Mrs. Markham say to the Methodist clergyman 
when he came over f offer consolation. 

Yes, Etholyn was unprepared for the fearful change 
which seemed so near, and of all the household none felt 
this more keenly than Andy, whose tears soaked through 
and through the leaf of the Prayer-Book wiere was 
printed the petition for the sick, and who improvised many 
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a toaohing prayer himself, kneeling by the wooden chair 
where God had so often met and blessed him. 

"Don't let Ethie die, Good Father, doi^t let her die ; at 
least not till she is ready, and Dick ia here to see her, — 
poor old Dick, who loves her so much. Please spare 
her for him and take me in her place. I'm good for 
nothing, only I do hope I'm ready, and Ethie aiu't ; so spare 
her and take me in her place." 

This was one of Andy's prayers, — generous, unselfish 
Andy, — who would have died for Ethelyn, and who had 
been in such exquisite distress since the night when Eu- 
nice first found Ethelyn moaning in her room, with her 
letter to Kichard lying unfinished before her. No one had 
read that letter, — ^the Markhams were too honorable for 
that, — and it had been put away in the portfolio, while un- 
divided attention was given to Etbelyn. She had been un- 
conscious nearly all the time, saying once when Mrs. Mark- 
ham asked "Shall we send for Richard!" "Send for 
Aunt Barbara ; please send for Aunt Barbara," 

That was the third day of Ethelyn'a danger, and on the 
sixth there came a change. The shawl was pinned back 
from the window, admitting light enough for the watchers 
by the bedside to see if the sufferer still breathed. Life 
was not extinct, and Mrs. Marbham's lips moved with a 
prayer of thanksgiving when Mrs. Jones pointed to a tiny 
drop of moisture beneath the tangled hair. Ethelyn 
would five, the doctor said, but down in the parlor on the 
sofa where Daisy had Imh was a little lifeless form with a 
troubled look upon its fece, showing that it had fongbt for 
its life. Prone upon the fioor beside it sat Andy, whisper- 
ing to the little one, and weeping for " poor old Dick, 
who would mourn for his lost hoy." 
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Andy was very soriy, and to ono who saw him that day 
arid, ignorant of the circumstances, asked what was the 
matter that he looted eo solemn, he answered sadly, " I 
have jnst lost my little uncle that I wanted to stand sponsor 
for. He only lived a day," and Andy's tears flowed afresh 
as he thought of all he had lost with the child whose life 
numbered scarcely twenty four hours m all But thit was 
enough to warrant its beint; now among the spirits of the 
Redeemed an 1 hea\en seemel fairer more desirable to 
Andy than it hid done before His tither was thLre with 
Paisj an] tis babj ■uncle as he persis-ted m calling Ethe 
lyn s dead boy until Jtmes tcld him Icttei, an! pcmied 
ont the ludciouane'is of the mistiLe T Fthdjn \ndy 
waa tender as a mother when it last they let hiin see her, 
and hn lips left marlis upon her forehead ind cheek She 
was perfecth consc ous now ind when told they had sent 
for Kichard, manifested a good deal of mterest and asked 
when he would prolably te there. They were expecting 
him every train ; but ere he came the fever, which seemed 
for a time to have abated, returned with double force, and 
Ethelyn knew nothing of the kisses Ilichard pressed upon 
her lips, or the tears Aunt Barbara shed over her poor 
darling. 

There were ansions hearts and troubled &ces in the 
farm-house that day, for death was brooding there again, and 
they who watched his shadow darkening around them spoke 
only in whispers, as they obeyed the physician's orders. 
When Richard first came in Mrs. Markham wound her 
arm around his neck, and said, " I am so sorry for you, my 
poor boy," while the three sons, ono after another, had 
grasped their brother's hand in token of sympathy, and 
that was all that had passed between them of greeting, 
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For the rest of the day Richard had sat constantly by 
Ethelyn, watching the changes of her face, and listening to 
her as she raved in snatches, now of himself, and the time 
he saved her from the maddened cow, and now of Frank 
and the hucMeherriea, which she said were ripening on the 
Chicopee hills. When she talked of this Eichard held his 
breath, and once, aa he leaned forward ao ae not to lose a 
■word, he canght Aunt Barbara regarding him intently, her 
cheek flushing as she met his eye and guessed what was in 
h s m n 1 It E chard hal needed any confinnation of his 
susp :'ions that I ok on trai spareut Aunt Barbara's face 
would ha o confiime 1 the a There had been something 
between Ethel}n and Fiank Van Buren more than a 
eou'^mly liking ai d Eichard s heart throbbed painfully as 
he sat by the tossing, rMtless Ethelyn, moaning on about 
the huckleberry hills, and the ledge of rock where the wild 
laurels grew. This pain he did not try to analyze ; he only 
amd to himself that he felt no bitterness toward Ethelyn. 
She was too near to death's dark tide for that. She was 
Ethie, — his darling,— the mother of the child they had 
boried from sight before he eame. Perhaps she did not 
Io?e him, and never would; but he had ioved her so much, 
and if he lost her he would be wretched indeed. And so, 
forgiving all the past of which he knew, and trying to for- 
give all he did not know, be sat by her till the sun went 
down, and his mother eame for the twentieth time, uixiig 
him to eat He had not tasted food that day, and faint 
for the want of it, he followed her to where the table had 
been set, and supper prepared with a direct reference to 
his particular taste. 

He felt better and stronger when supper was over, 
and listened eagerly while Andy and Eunice, who had 
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e o ted cv ry c dent as m nntely % A i vcre tlj as 
t speiking of tbe de^d Espe all d J 1 e hong on wliat 
Andy aa d w th refercn e to her que t n im- li m al-o t 
the hreal. ng of a n ckei v w a d hen Eun ce aljed 
her mite to the effe t that, getting up for some cim 
jhor f r an a h g tooth she hod hewd a groan from 
Ethel>D 3 I ni aud hid found her m st e s hend ng over 
a halt finished letter, which she reckoned was to him, 
and had laid away in the portfolio, his waited for no 
more, but hurried up-stMrs to tho little book-case whore 
Eunice had put the treasure, — for it was a countless trea- 
sure, that unfinished letter, which he read with the great 
tears rolling down his cheeks, and his heart growing ten-fold 
softer and wanner towai-d the writer, who confessed to hav- 
ing wronged him, and wished that she dare tell him all. 
'V\Tiat was it she had to te!l ? Would he ever know ! he 
asked himself, as he put the letter hack where he found it. 
Yes, she would surely tell him, if she lived, as live she must. 
She was dearer to him now than she had over been, 
and the lips unused to prayer, save as a form, tried to 
pray that Ethie might be spared. Then, as there flashed 
upon him a sense of the inconsistency there was in 
keeping aloof from God all his life, and going to him 
only when danger threatened, he bowed his head in 
very shame, and the prayer died on his lips. But Audy 
always prayed, — at least he had for many years; and 
so the wise, strong brother sought the simple, weaier 
one, and asked him to do what he himself had not power 
to do. 

Andy's swollen eyes and Laggard face bore testimony 
to his sorrow, and his voice was very low and earnest, 
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as Lo replied, " Bi-other Dick, I'm prayiii' all the time. 
I've said that prayer for the sick until I've wore it thread- 
bare, and now every breath I draw has in it the petition, 
' We beseech thee to hear us, good Lord.' There's nothing 
in that about Ethio, it's true ; biit God knows I mean ker, 
and will hear me all the same." 

There was a touching simplicity in Andy's faith, which 
went to the heart of Richard, making him feel of how little 
avail was knowledge, or wisdom, or position, if there was 
lacking the one thing needful, which Andy so surely pos- 
sessed. That night was a long, wearisome one at the farm- 
house ; but when the morning broke, hope and joy came 
with it, for Ethelyn was better, and in the brown eyes, 
which unclosed so languidly, there was a look of conscious- 
ness, whichdeepened into a look of surprise and joyful recog- 
nitioB as they rested upon Aunt Barbara. 

"Is this Chicopee! Am I home S Oh, Aunt Barbara, 
I am so glad ! you can't guess how glad, or know how tired 
and sorry your poor Ethie has been," came brokenly from 
the pale lips, as Ethelyn moved nearer to Aunt Barbara 
and laid her head upon the motherly bosom, where it had 
so often lain in the dear old Chicopee days. 

She did not notice Richard, or seem to know that she 
was elsewhere than Chicopee, back in the old home ; and 
Riohard'a pulse throbbed quietly as he saw the flush come 
over Ethie's face, and the look of pain creep into her eyes, 
when a voice broke the illusion and told her she was" still 
in Olney, with him and the mother-in-law leaning over the 
bed-rail and saying, "Speak to her, Richard." 

"Ethie, don't you know me, too? — 1 came with Aunt 
Barbara." 

That was what he said, as he bent over her, seeking to 
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t k I iwn one of the feverish little hands locked so 
fa. t fix of Aunt Barbara, She did know then, and 
m mb and her lip quivered in a grieved, disappointed 
vf h said, " Yea, Richard, I know now. I am not at 

1 m In here;" and the intonation of the voice as it 
tf i tl word here, spoke volumes, and told Aunt Bar- 
b a J t h w homesick and weary and wretched her dar- 
1 had I nhere. She mast not talk much, the physician 
said ; and so with one hand in Kichatd's and one in Aunt 
Barbara's she fell away to sleep agwn, while the femily stole 
out to their usual avocations, — Mrs. Markham and Eunice 
to their baking, James and John to their work upon the 
farm, and Andy to his Bethel in the wood-house chamber, 
where he repeated, " Blessed be the Lord God of Israel who 
has visited and redeemed his people," and added at the con- 
clusion the Cfloria Patri, which be thought suitable for the 
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DAYS OF CONVALESCENCE. 

ffllHET were very pleasant to Ethelyn, for with Aunt 
Barbara anticipating every want, and talking of 
Chicopee, she could not be very weary. It was 
pleasant, too, having Eichard home again, and Ethie was 
very soft and kind, and amiable toward him; but she did 
not tell him of the letter she liad commenced, or hint at the 
confession he longed to hear. Tt would have been compar- 
atively easy to write it, but with him there where she could 
loot into his face and watch the dark expression which was 
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sure to come ioto his eyes, it was hard to tell liim that Frank 
Van Burcn had held the first place in her aftections, if in- 
deed he did not hold it now. She was not certain yet, 
though she hoped and tried to believe that Frank waa noth- 
ing more than cousia now. He surely ought not to he, with 
Nettie calling him her iinshand, while she too was a wife. 
But so snhtle was the poison which that unfortunate attach- 
ment had infused into her veins that she could not tell whether 
her nature was cleared of it or not; and so, though she 
asked forgiveness for having so literally kept her vow, and 
8£ud that she did commence a letter to him, she kept hack 
the most important part of all. It was better to wait, she 
thought, until she could truly say, " I loved Frank Van 
Buren once, but now I love you far better than ever I did 

Had she guessed how much Richard knew, and how the 
knowledge was rankling in his bosom, she might have 
done differently. But she took the course she thought the 
best, and the perfect understanding Richard had so ardently 
hoped for was not then arrived at For the time, however, 
there seemed to be perfect peace between them, and Eth- 
elyn was fer happier than she bad been since she first came 
to OIney, She could not say that she loved her husband 
as a true wife ought to love a man like Richard Markhara, 
but she found a pleasure in his society which she had never 
experienced before, while Aunt Barbara's presence was a 
constant source of joy. That good woman had prolonged 
her stay far beyond what she had thought it possible 
when she left Chicopee. She could not tear herself away, 
when Ethie pleaded so earnestly for her to remain a 
little longer, and she stayed on week after week, seeing 
far more than she seemed to see, and making up her 
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mind pretty accurately witli rcgai'd to the prospect of 
Ethie'a Lappiiiess, if slie remained an iamate of lier hus- 
band's family. 

Aunt Barbara and Mrs. Marliham did not harmonize at 
all. At first, when Ethie was so sick, everything had been 
merged ia the one absorbing thought of her danger, but 
when the danger was past it feept recurring agMn and 
again, with very unpleasant distinctness, that Aunt Barbara 
was in her way. Nobody could quarrel with Aunt Bar- 
bara, — she was so mild, and gentle, and peaceable, — and Mrs. 
Markham did not qiiarrel with her ; but she thought about 
her all the time, and fretted over her, and remembered the 
letter she had written about her wayz and her being good 
to Ethie, and wondered what she was there for, and why 
she did not go home, and asked at last what time they 
generally cleaned house in Chicopee, and if she dared trust 
her cleaning with Betty. Aunt Barbara was a great annoy- 
ance, and she complained to Eunice and Mrs. Jones, and 
Melinda, who had returned from Washington, that she was 
spoiling Ethelyn, and making her think herself so much 
weaker than she was. 

" Mercy knew," she stud, " that in her day, when she 
was sick, she did not hug the bad forever. She had some- 
thing else to do, and was up and around in a fortnight at 
the most. Nobody was carryin' her up glasses of milk- 
punch, and lemonade, and cups of tea, at all hours of the 
day. She was glad of anything, and got well the faster 
for it. Needn't tell her I — it would do Ethelyn good to 
stir round and take the air, instead of staying cooped up in 
her room, complaining that it is hot and close there in the 
bedroom. It's airy enough out doors;" and with a most 
1 look on her face, Mrs. Markham put into the 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



DAyS OF COHVALGeCEBCE. 189 

oven the pan of sodarbiseuit slie had heen maliiiig, and 
then proceeded to lay the clotli for tea. 

Eunice had been home for a day or two with a felon on 
her thumb, and thus a greater proportion of the work liad 
fallen upon Mrs. Markhani, which to some degree accounted 
for her ill-humor, Mrs. Jones and Melinda were spending 
the afternoon with her, but the latter was up in Ethie'a 
room. Melinda had always a good many ideas of her own, 
and she had brought with her several new ones from Wash- 
ington, and New York, where she had stayed for four weeks 
at the Fifth Avenue Ilote!. But Melinda, though greatly 
improved iu appearance, was not one whit spoiled. In 
manner and the fit of her dress she was more like Ethelyn 
and Mrs. Judge Miller, of Camden, than she onco had been; 
and at first James was a little afraid of her, she puffed her 
hair so high and wore her gowns so long ; while his mother, 
looking only at the stjli^h bat and fasliionable sack, 
which she brought back from Gotham, said bcr head was 
turned, and she was altogether too fine for Obey. But 
when, on the next rainy Sunday, she rode to church in her 
father's lumber-wagon, holdiug the blue eotion umbrella 
over her old last year's straw and water-proof, — and when 
arrived at church she suffered James to help her to alight, 
jumping over the muddy wheel, and then going straight 
to her accustomed seat in the choir, which had missed Ler 
strong voice so much, — the son changed his mind, and said 
she was the same as ever; while after the day when she 
found Mrs. Markham making soap, and good-humoredly 
offered to watch it and stir it while that lady went into the 
house to see to the corn-pudding, which Eunice was sure 
to spoil if left to her own ingenuity, the mother, too, 
changed her mind, and wished Richard had been so lucky 
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aa to Lave fixed his clioico on Mclinda. But James was 
far from wishing a thing which would bo seriously have 
interfered with hia hopes and wishes. He was very glad 
that Richard's preference had fallen where it did, and his 
cheery whistle was heard almost constantly ; and after Tim 
Jones told, in his blunt way, how " Melind was tryin' to 
train him, and to make him more lite them dandies at the 
b^ tavern in New York," he, too, began to amend, and 
taking Eichai'd for his pattern, imitated him, until he found 
that simple, loving Andy, in his anxiety to please Ethelyn, 
had seized upon more points of etiquette than Richai'd 
ever knew existed; and then he copied Andy, having this 
in hiB i3\or, that whatever he did himself was done with a 
cei-tam grace inherent in his nature, whereas Andy's at- 
tempts were awkward in the extreme. 

Mehnda saw the visible improvement in James, and im- 
puting it rather to Ethelyn's influence than her own, was 
thus sased fiom any embarrassment she might have expe- 
rienced had she Itnown to a certainty how large a share of 
James Matkham's thoughts and affections she possessed. 
She was frequently at the ferm-house ; but had not made 
what her mother called a visit until the afternoon when 
Mrs, llarHiam gave her opinion so freely of Aunt Barba- 
ra's petting and its effect on Ethelyn. 

Froni the first introduction Aunt Barbara had liked the 
practical, strtughtforward Melinda, in whom she found a 
wonderful ally whenever any new idea was suggested with 
regard to Ethelyn. To her Aunt Barbara bad confided 
her belief that it wis not well foi Ethelyn to stay there 
any longer, — that ^ho and Ricbard both would be better 
by thems elves , an opmion whii'h Melinda heartily en- 
dorsed, and stnightway set herself at work to form 
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some plau wliercl>y Aunt Barbara's idea might be carried 

Melinda was not a meddlesome girl, but. she did like to 
help manage other people's business, — doing it so well, and 
evincing bo little selfishness in her consideration, for others, 
that when once sbe had taken chaise of a person's affairs 
she was pretty sure to have the privilege i^ain. "When 
Eichard ran for Justice of the Peace, and she was a little 
girl, she had refused to speak to three other little girls 
who flaunted the colors of the opposition candidate ; and 
when he was nominated first for Judge and then as mem- 
ber for the district, she had worked for him quite as zeal- 
ously as Tim himself, and through her more than one vote, 
which otherwise might have been lost, was cast in his 
favor. As she had worked for him, so she now worked 
for Ethelyn, — approaching Richard very adroitly and man- 
aging so skilfully that when at last, on the occasion of her 
visit to his mother's, Aunt Barbara asked him, in her pres- 
ence and Ethelyn's, if he had never thought it would be 
well both for himself and wife to live somewhere else than 
there at home, he never dreamed that he was echoing the 
very ideas Melinda Tjad instilled into his mind by promptly 
replying that " he had recently thought seriously of a 
change," and thea asked Ethie where she would like to 
live, — in Olney or in Camden. 

"NotOln^y, — no, not Olney 1 " Ethelyn gasped, think- 
ing how near that was to her mother-in-law, and shrinking 
from the espionage to which she would surely be subjected. 

Her preference was Davenport, but to this Richard would 
not listen. Indeed, he began to feel sorry that he had ad- 
mitted a willingness to change at all, for the old home was 
very dear to him, and ho had thought he would never leave 
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it. But he stood committed, and Melinda followed him up 
80 destcTouslyj that in less than half an hour it was arranged 
that early in June Etheljm should have a home in Catuden, 
— either a house of her own, or a suite of rooms at tho 
Stafford House, just which she preferred. She chose the 
latter,, and, woman-like, began at onee in fancy to farniah 
and arrange the handsome apartments which looked out 
upon Camden Park, and which Melinda said were at present 
unoccupied. Melinda knew, for only two days before she 
had been to Camden with her brother Tim, and dined at 
the Stafford House, and heard her neighbor on her right 
inquire of his vis-a-vis how long since General Martin left 
the second floor of the new wing, and who occupied it now. 
This was a mere happen-so, bat Melinda was one of those 
to whom the right thing was always happening, the desired 
information dways coming ; and if she did contrive to 
ascert^ti the price charged for the rooms, it was only be- 
cause she undetatood that one of the Markham peculiarities 
was being a little close, and wished to be armed at every 
point. 

Richard had jio idea that Melinda was managing him, 
or that any one was managing him. He thought himself 
that Camden might be a pleasant place to live in ; as an 
ex-Judge and M.C he could get business anywhere ; and 
though ho preferred Olney, inasmuch as it was home, he 
would, if Ethelyn liked, try Camden for a while. It is 
trae, the price of the rooms, which Melinda casually named, 
was enormous, but, then, Ethelyn's health aud happiness 
■were above any moneyed consideration ; and so, while Mrs. 
Markham below made and moulded Jier soda-biscuit, and 
talked about dreading the hot weather if " Ethelyn was 
going to be weakly," Aunt Barbara, and Melinda, and Rich- 
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ard settlei! a matter which made her eyes open wide with 
astonishment when, after the exit of the Joneses, it was 
revealed to her. Of course, she charged it al! to Aunt 
Barbara, wishing that good woman as many miles away as 
intervened between Olney and Chicopee. Had the young 
people been going to keep house she wonld have been 
more reconciled, for in that case much of what they con- 
sumed wonld have been the product of the fann; but 
to board, to taie rooms at the Staiford House, where 
Ethelyn would have nothing to do but to dress and 
gossip, was abominable. Then, when she heard of the 
price, sbe opposed the plan with so much energy that, but 
for Aunt Barbara and Melinda Jones, Richard might have 
succumbed; but the majority ruled, and Ethelyn's eyes 
grew brighter, and her cheeks rounder, with the hope of 
leaving a place where she had been so unhappy. She 
should miss Melinda Jones ; and though she wouid be near 
Mrs. Miller, and Marcia Fentoti, and Ella Backus, they 
could not be to her al! Melinda had been, while Andy, — 
Ethelyn felt the lamps rising in her throat whenever she 
thought of him, and the burst of tears with which he had 
heard that she was going away. 

"I can't help thinkin' it's for the wmss," he said, wiping 
his smooth face with the cufF of his coat-sleeve. " Some- 
thing will happen as the result of your goin' there, I feel 
it in my bones." 

Were Andy's words prophetic! Would something 
happen, if they went to Camden, which would not have 
happened had tbey remained iii Olney ? Ethelyn did not 
ask herself the question. She was too supremely happy, 
and if she thought at all, it was of how she could best ac- 
celerate her depai'ture from the lonely farm-hqiise. 
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When Mrs. Markliam found that they were really going, 
that nothing she conld say would be of any avail, she gave 
up the contest, and, mother-like, set herself at work plan- 
ning for their comfort, or rather for Richard's comfort. It 
was for hjra that the hest and newest feather-bed, weighing 
thirty pounds and a half to a feather, was mred aod sunned 
three days upon the kitchen roof, the good woman little 
dreaming that if the thirty -pounder was used at all it would 
do duty under the hair-mattress Ethclyn meant to haye. 
They were to furnish their own rooms, and whatever ex- 
pense Mrs. Martham could save her boy she meant to do. 
There was the carpet in their chamber, — they could have 
that ; for after they were gone it was not likely the room 
would be used, and the old rag one would answer. They 
could have the curtains too, if they liked with the table 
and the chairs. Left to himself and h s noth r's guidance, 
Richard would undoubtedly have taLen to Camden such a 
promiscuous outfit as would have made eve a truckman 
smile ; but there were three women leag ed against him, 
and so draft after draft was drawn fro 1 funds in the 
Camden bank until the rooms were furnished; and one 
bright morning in early June, a week after Aunt Barbara had 
started for Chieopee, Ethie bade her husband's family good- 
by, and turning her back upon OIney, turned also the fii'st 
leaf of her life's history in the "West. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



l^^^pICHAED was not bappy in hia new home ; it did 
M ^^wi ^"^ ^* ^'™ '''"' ^^^ ^^^' ^^ niiased hia mother's 
I^^A^ potting ; he missed the society of his pl^n, out- 
spoken brothers ; he missed his freedom from restraint, 
and he missed the deference so universally paid to him in 
Olney, where he was tte only lion. In Camden there were 
many to divide the honors with him ; and though he was 
perhaps iinconscioas of it, he had been first so long that to 
be one of many firsts was not altogether agreeable. "With 
the new home and new associates more like those to which 
she had heea accustomed, Ethcljc had resumed her train- 
ing process, which was not now home as patiently as in the 
halcyon days of the honeymoon, when most things wore 
the coulmr de rose and were right because they came from 
the pretty young bride, Richard chafed under tlie criti- 
cisms to which he was so frequently subjected, and if he 
improved upon them in the least it was not perceptible to 
Etbelyn, who hid jui-t tause to blush for the careless habits 
of her husband,— habits which eien Mehnda observed 
when in August she spent a meek with Ethelyn, and then 
formed one of a p<irt> tthich went for a pleasure tnp to 
St. Paul's and Minnehahi From this excursion, which 
lasted for two weeks, Richard returned to Camden in any 
tiling but an amiable frame ot mind Ethelyn had not 
pleased him at all, not withstanding that "(he had been 
unquestionably the reigning belle of the p^rty, — the one 
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whose hand was claimed in every dance, and whose com- 
pany was sought in every ride and picnic. Marcia Fenton 
and Ella Backus feded into nothingness when she was near, 
and they laughingly complained to Richard that his wife 
had stolen all their beaux away, and they wished he would 
make her do hctter. 

"I wish I could," was his reply, spoken not playfully, 
Ttut moodily, ju,st as he felt at the time. 

He was not an adept in concealiEg his feelings, which 
generally showed themselves upon his face, or were be- 
trayed in the tones of his voice ; and when he spoke as he 
did of his wile the two young girls glanced curiously at 
each otiier, wondermg if it were possible that the grave 
Judge was jealous. If charged with jealousy Richard 
woald have denied it, though he did not care to have 
Ethelyn so much in Harry Clifford's society. Richard 
knew nothing definite against Harry, except that he would 
occasionally drink more than was wiolly in accordance 
with a steady and safe locomotion of his body ; and once 
it had been said at Hal's boarding house that the young 
lawyer was invisible for three entire days. " Sick with a 
cold," was his excuse when he appeared again at table, with 
bag^ard face and bloodshot eyes ; but in the parlor, and 
balls, and private rooms, there were whispers of soiled 
clothes and jammed hats, and servants bribed to keep the 
secret that young lawyer Clifford's boots were carried dang- 
ling up to No. 94 at a very lata hour of the night on which 
he professed to have taken his eold After this, pretty 
Marcia Fenton, who, befoie Ethelyn came to town, had 
ridden otienest after the blat.k horses owned by Harry, 
tossed her curls when he came near, an I irchedhcr eye- 
broni m \ mannei nth er distasteful to the \oungman; 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



OOUINQ TO A CRISIS. 19? 

while Ella Backus turned her back upon him, and in his 
hearing gave frequent lectures on iotemporanoe and its 
loathaomeneas. Ethelyn, on the contrary, made no differ- 
ence in her demeanor toward him. She cared nothing for 
him either way, except that his polite attentions and deli- 
cate deference to her tastes and opinions were complimen- 
tary and flattering, and she saw no reason why she aliould 
shun him because he had fallen onco. It might make him 
worse, and she should stand by him as an act of philan- 
thropy, she said to Richard when he asked what she saw 
to admire in that drunken Clifford. 

Richard had no idea that Ethelyn cared in the least for 
Harry Clifford ; he knew she did cot, though she sometunes 
singled him out as one whose manners in society her 
husband wonld do well to imitate. Of the two young 
men, Harry Clifford and Prank Van Buren, who had 
been suggested to him as copies, Richard preferred the 
former, and wished he could feel as easy with regard 
to Frank as he was with regard to Harry. He had 
never forgotten that fragment of conversation overheard 
in Washington, and as time went on it hannted him 
more and more. He had given up hoping for any confes- 
sion from Ethelyn, though at first he was constantly 
expecting it, and laying little snares by way of hints and 
reminders; but Ethelyn had evidently changed her mind, 
and if there was a past which Richard ought to have known, 
he would now probably remain in ignorance of it, unless 
some chance revealed it It would have been far better 
if Richard had tried to banish all thoughts of Frank 
Van Buren from his mind, and taken Ethelyn as he 
found her; but Richard was a man, and so, manlike, he 



J the skeleton which in part he had dragged into 
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home, aDd potted it, and kept it constantly in sight, instead 
of thrusting it out from the chamber of his heart, aod barring 
the door against it. Frank's name was never mentioned 
between him and Ethelyn, but Richard fancied that always 
after the receipt of Mrs. Dr. Van Burea's letters Ethelyn 
was a little sad, and more disposed to find fault with him, 
and he sometimes wished Mrs, Dr. Van Euren might 
never write to them again. There was one of her letters 
awaitiBg Ethelyn on her rotnrn from Minnesota, and she 
read it standing under the chandelier, with Eichard lying 
upon the couch near by, and watching her curiously. 
There was something in the letter which disturbed her 
evidently, for her face flushed, and her lips shut fomly to- 
gether, as they usually did when she was agitated. Richard 
always read Aunt Barbara's letters, and heretofore he had 
been virelcome to Mrs. Van Daren's, a privilege of which 
he seldom availed himself, for he found nothing interesting 
in her talk of parties, and operas, and fashions, and the last 
new color of dress-gooda, and style of weaiiiig the hair. 

"It was too much twaddle for him," he had once siud 
in reply to Ethelyn'a question as to whether he would like 
to see what Aunt Van Euren had written. 

Now, however, she did not offer to show him the letter, 
but crumpled it nervously in her pocket, and going to her 
piano, began to play dashingly, rapidly, as was her cnstoni 
when excited. She did not know that Richard was listen- 
ing to her, much less wafehing her, as he lay in the shado v 
wondering what that letter contained, and wieht g that he 
tnew. Ethelyn was tired that night, and after the fiist 
heat of her excitement had been thrown off in a spir ted 
Schottish, she closed her piano, and coming to the couch 
where Richard was lying, sat down by his sidt ai d ailer 
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waiting a moment in silence, asted "of what lie waa think- 
ing?" 

Tfaere was something peculiar in the tone of her voice, — 
something almost beseeching, as if slie either wanted sym- 
pathy, or encouragement for the performance of some good 
act But Richard did not so understand ier. He was, to 
tell the truth, a very iittle cross, as laen, and women too, 
are apt to be when tired with sight-seeing and dissipation. 
He had been away from his business three whole weets, 
travelling with a party for not one member of which, with 
tte exception of his wife, Melinda, Mareia, and Ella, did he 
care a straw. 

Hotel life at St. Paul's he regarded as a bore, second only 
to life at Saratoga. The Mis of Minnehaha " was a very 
pretty little stream," he thought, but what people could 
see about it to go into such ecstacies as Ethelyn, and even 
Melinda did, he could not tell. Perhaps if Harry Clifford 
had not formed a part of every scene whore Ethelyn was 
the prominent figure, he might have judged differently. 
But Han'y had been greatly in hia way, and Eiehard did 
not like it any more than he liked Ethelyn's flirting so much 
with him, and leaving him, her husband, to look about for 
himself. He had shown, too, that he did not like it to 
Mareia Fenton and Ella Backus, who probably thought 
him a hear, as perhaps be was. On the whole, Richard 
was very uncomfortable in hia mind, and Aunt Van Buren's 
letter did not tend in the least to improve hia temper; so 
when Ethelyn asked of what he waa thinking, and accom- 
panied her question with a stroke of her hand upon hia 
hair, he answered hei, "Nothing much, except that I am 
tired and sleepy." 

The touch upon his hair he had felt to his finger-tips, for 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



Etbfilyn seldom caressed him even as much as this ; but 
he was iii too moody a franie of mind to respond as he 
would once have done. His manner waa not very encour- 
aging, but, as if she had nerved herself to some painful duty, 
Ethelyn persisted, and said to him next, " You have not seen 
AxmtYanBuren's letter. Shall I read you what she says ?" 

Every nerve in Richard's body had been quivering with 
cnriosity to see that letter, but now, when the coveted privi- 
lege was within his reach, he refused it ; and, little di'eam- 
ing of all he was throwing aside, answered indifferently, 
"No, I don't know that I care to hear it. I hardly think 
it will pay. Where are they now ? " 

" At Saratoga," Ethelyn replied ; but her voice was not 
the same which had addre^ed Richard first; there was a 
coldness, a constraint in it now, as if her good resolution had 
been thrown back upon her and frozen up the impulse 
prompting her to tho right. 

Richard had had bis chance with Ethel.vn and lost it 
But he did not know it, or guess how sowy and disap- 
pointed she was when at last she left him and retired to 
her sleeping-room. There was a window open in the par- 
lor, and as the wind was rising with a sound of rajn, 
Richard went to close it ere following his wife. The win- 
dow was near to the piano, and as he shut it something 
rattled at his feet. It waa the crumpled letter, which Eth- 
elyn had accidentally drawn from her dress-pocket with the 
bandterchief she held in her hand wben she sat down by 
Richard. He knew it was the letter, and his first thought 
waa to carry it to Ethelyn ; then, as he remembered her 
offer to read it to him, he said, " Surely there can be no 
harm in reading it for myself. A man has a right to know 
wiat is in a letter to his wife." 
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Thus rDasoiiing, he sat down by the side light as far 
away from the bed-room door as possible, and commenced 
Mrs. Dr. Van Buren's letter. They were stopping at the 
United States, and there was nothing particular at first, 
esoept her usual remarks of the people and what they 
wore ; but on the third page Richard's eye caught Frank's 
name, and skipping all else, leaped eagerly forward to what 
the writer was saying of her son. His conduct evidently 
did not please his mother ; neither did the conduct of 
Nettie, who was too insipid for anything, the lady wrote, 
adding that she was nothalf so bright and pretty as when she 
was first married, but had the headache and kept her own 
room most of the time, and was looking so feded and worn 
that Frank was really ashamed of her. 

"You know how much he likes brilliant, sparkUng girls," 
she wrote, "and of course he has no patience with Nettie's 
fancied dlments, I can't say that I altogether sympathize 
with her myself; and, dear Ethie, I must acknowledge that 
it has more than once occurred to me that I did very wrong 
to meddle with Frank's first love affair. He would be far 
happier now if it had been suffered to go ou, for I suspect 
he has never entirely gotten over it ; but it is too late now 
for regrets, Nettie is his wife, and we must make the best 
of it" 

Then followed what seemed the secret of the Va Bu e 
dwcomfort. The bank in which most of Nett e s fo t ne 
was deposited had failed, leaving her with only the sea tj 
income of five hundred dollars a year, a sum not suffic e t 
to buy clothes, Mrs. Van Buren s^d. Eat Richard d d ot 
notice this,— his mind was only intent upon Fr^uik a first 
love afiair, which ought to have gone on. He did not ask 
himself whether, in case it had gone on, Ethelyn would 
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have boon there, so near to him that her soft breathing 
came distinctly to his car. He knew she would not ; there 
had been something between her and Frank Bnren, he was 
convinced beyond a doubt ; and the fiercest pang he had 
ever known was that which came to him when he sat with 
Mrs. Dr. Van Buren's letter in his hand, wondering why 
Bthie had withheld the knowledge of it from him, and if 
she had outlived the love which her aunt regretted as 
having come to naught Then, as the more generous part 
of his nature began to seek for eicuses for her, he asked 
himself why she offered to read the letter if she had really 
been concerned in Frank's first lovo afiair, and hope whis- 
pered that possibly she was not the heroine of that ro- 
mance. There was comfort in that thought ; and Richard 
would have been comforted if jealousy had not suggested 
how easy it was for her to skip the part relating to Nettie 
and Frank, and thus leave him as much in the dark as ever. 
Yes, that was undoubtedly her intention. While seeming 
to be so open and honest, she would have deceived him all 
the more. This was what Richard decided, and his heart 
grew very hard against the young wife, who looked so in- 
nocent and pretty in her quiet sleep, when at last he sought 
his pillow and lay down by her side. 

He was very moody and silent for days after that, and 
even his clients detected an irritability in his manner which 
they had never seen before. " There was nothing ailed 
him," he said to Ethelyn, when she asked what was the 
matter, and accused him of being cross. She was very 
gay; Camden society suited her; and as the season ad- 
vanced, and the festivities grew more and more frequent, 
she was seldom at home more than one or two evenings in 
the week, while the day was given either to the arrangement 
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of dress or taking of necessary rest, so that her hnsband saw 
comparatively little of her, except for the moment, when she 
always came to him with hood and white cloak in hand 
to ask him bow she looked, before going to the carriage 
waiting at the door. Never in her girlish days had she 
been so beautiful as she was now; but Eichard seldom told 
her so, though he felt the magic influence of her beauty, 
and did not wonder that she was the reigning belle. He 
did not often accompany her himself. Parties, and re- 
ceptions, and concert'!, were lores, he faiid , and at flnt he 
had raised objections to h(,i going without him But after 
motherly Mrs, Hams, who boarded m the next block, and 
was never happier than v,h>.n chaperoning some one, of 
fered to take her under the same wing which had ^helteied 
six fine and now well marned daughters, Eichard made no 
further objections. Hl. did not wish to be thought a do 
mestic tyrant; he did not wish to seem jeilous, ind 10 he 
would wrapEthie's cloak around her, and taking her himself 
to M H ag w u!d give that lady sundry chaises 

c gh bidghr see that she did not dance till 

wh lly w d t, d king her to bring her home ear- 
li tl th p ht. Then, returning to his Boli- 

ta y s, h w n t nrsing the demon which might 

g ly h b th t aside. Ethie was not insensible 

to h k d ss 11 w g her to follow the bent of her 

ow It h n it was so contrary to his own, 

adf li k hdd many things she might not other- 
w h d Sh uhbed Harry Clifford and the 

whi tfdd Ik him, so that, though they danced, 
adtlkd dl hd vith her, they never crossed a 
e rta 1 f p pn ty which she had drawo between 
th m Sh was y rcumspeot, and tried at first in 
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various ways to atone to Richard for her long s 
fi'oni him, bj telling him whatever she thought would in- 
terest him ; and sometimes, when she found him waiting 
for her, and looting so tired and sleepy, she would play- 
fully chide him for sitting up for her, and tell him that 
though it was kind in him to do so, she preferred that he 
should not. This was early in the season ; but after the 
day when Mrs. Maikhaiu, senior, came over from Olney to 
" hlow Eichard'a wife up," 33 sho expressed it, everything 
was changed, and Ethelyn stayed out as late as she 
liked without any concessions to Richard. Mrs. Markhata, 
senior, had heard strange stories of Ethelyn's proceedings, 
— " going to parlies night after night, with her dress shame- 
fully low, and going to plays and concerts bareheaded, with 
flowers and streamers in her hair, besides wearing a mast, 
and pretending she was Queen Hortense," 

" A pretty critter to be," Mrs. Markham had said to the 
kind neighborwho had returned from Camden and was giv- 
ing her the particulars in full of Ethelyn's misdoings. "Yes, 
a pretty critter to he I If I was gotn' to turn myself into some- 
body else, I'd take a decent woman. I wonder at Richard's 
lettin' her ; but, law ! he is so blind and she so headstrong ! " 

And the good woman groaned over this proof of depra- 
vity as she questioned her visitor further with regard to 
Ethie's departures from duty, 

" And he don't go with her much, you say," she continued, 
feeling more aggrieved than ever when, in reply to her ques- 
tion, she heard that on the occasion of Ethie'a personating 
Hortense, Richard had also appeared as a knight of the 
Sixteenth Century, and borne his part so well that Ethelyn 
herself did not recognize him until the mask was removed. 

Mrs. Mai'kham could not suffer such high-handed wicked- 
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ness to go niirebuked, and taking aa a peace-offering, in case 
matters assumed a serious aspect, a pot of gooseberry -jam 
and a ball of bead-cheese, she started for Camden the very 
next day. 

Etbelyn did not expect her, hut she received her kindly, 
and knowing how she hated a public table, had dinner 
served in her own room, and then, without showing the 
least impatience, waited a full hour for Richard to come in 
from the court-house, whore an important suit was pend- 
ing. Mrs. Markham was to return to Olcey that night, and 
as soon as they were seated at the table, she brought the 
conversation round to the "stories" she had beard, and 
little by little laid on tbe lash till Ethelyn's temper was 
roused, and abe asked her mother-in-law to aay out what 
she had to aay at once, and not skirt round it so lon^. 
Then came tbe whole list of misdenieanors which Mrs. 
Markham thought " perfectly ridiculous," asking her son 
how he " could put up with such work." 

Richard wisely forbore taking either aide ; nor was it 
necessary that ho should speak for Ethte. She was fully 
competent to flght her own battle, and she fought it with 
a will, telling her mother-in-law that she should attend 
as many parties as she pleased and wear as many masks. 
She did not give up ber liberty of action when she married. 
She was young yet, and should enjoy herself if she chose, 
and in ber owo way. 

This was all the satisfection Mrs. Markham could get ; and 
supremely pitying " her poor boy," whom she mentally 
decided was " henpecked," she took tbe cars back to OIney, 
saying to Riehai'd, who accompanied ber to the train, " I 
am sorry for you from the bottom of my heart. It would 
be better if you had stayed with me." 
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Ricliard liked liis motlier's good opinion, but as he 
walked back to the hotel he could not help feeling tliat a 
mother's interference between man and wife was never very 
discreet, and he wished the good woman had stayed at 
home. If he had said so to Ethelyn, when on hia return 
to hia rooms he found her weeping passionately, there 
might have come a better understanding between them, and 
she probably would have stayed with him that evening in- 
stead of attending the whist party p^iven hi Mia Miller 
But he had determined to teep silent, and when Etiielyn 
asked if she was often to be subjOLtcd to such insnlta he 
did not reply. He wentwith her,howevei, to Mrs Miller's, 
and kuowing nothing of cards, almost fell asleep while 
wEuting for her and playing backgammon with another fel 
low-sufferer, who had married a >oung wife and wsb there 
on duty. 

Mrs, Markham, senior, did not go to Camden aram , and 
when Christmas came, and with it an invitation toi Eichaid 
and hia wife to dine at the farm-house on the turkey Andy 
bad fattened for the occasion, Ethelyn peremptorily de- 
clined; and as Eiohard would not go without her, Mrs, 
Jones and Melinda had their aeata at table, and Mrs. Mark- 
ham wished for the Inndredth time that Richard's prefer- 
ence had fallen on the latter young lady instead of " that 
headstrong piece who would he hia ruin," 
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I^X^^IT was the Tuesday before Lent. The gay season 
Kg Wu^ w^s drawing to a close, for Mrs. Howard and 
|Rsi.v(a| Mrs. Miller, who led the feahionable world of 
Camden before Etheiyn's introduction to it, were theoreti- 
cally the highMt kind of church-women, and while neglect- 
ing the weightier matters of the law were strict to bring 
their tithes of mint and anise and cummin. They were 
going to wear sackcloth and ashes for forty days and stay 
at home, unless they met occasionally in each other's house 
for a quiet game of whist or euchre. There could bo no 
harm in that, particularly if they abstsuned on Fridays, as 
of course they should. Mr. Bartow himself could not find 
fault with so simple a recreation, even if he did try so hard 
to show what his views were with regard to keeping the 
Lenten fast Mrs. Miller and Mrs. Howard intended to be 
very regular at the morning service, hoping that the odor 
of sanctity with which they would thus be permeated 
would in some way atone for the absence of genuine heart- 
religion and last them for the remainder of the year. First, 
however, and as a means of helping hor in her intended se- 
clusion from the world, Mrs. Howard was to give the largest 
party of the season,— a sort of carnival, from which the re- 
vellera were expected to retire the moment the silvery- 
voiced clock on her mantel stnicfe the hour of twelve and 
ushered in the dawn of Lent It was to be a masquerade, 
for the Camdenites had almost gone mad on that fashion 
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which Etheljn had the credit of introducing into their 
midst ; tbat h, she was the first to propose a masquerade 
early in the season, telling what she iiad seen, and giving 
the benefit of her larger experience iti auch matters. 

It was a fashion whicli took wonderfully with the people, 
for the cariosity and interest attaching to the characters 
was just suited to the restless, eager temperament of the 
Camdenitea, and they entered into it with heart and soul, 
ransacking boxes and barrels aad worm-eaten chests, scour- 
ing the country far and near, and even sending as far as 
Davenport and Bock Island for the necessary costumes, 

Ethelyn eiijoyed the masquerades, and for this last and 
most elaborate of all she had made great preparations, for 
she was to appear as " Mary Queen of Scots." Richard 
had not opposed her joining it, and he walked over piles 
of ancient-looking finery, and got his boot tangled in the 
wiff which Ethie had hunted np, and was persuaded into 
saying he would go to the party himself, not as a masquer, 
bnt in his own proper person as Richard Markharo, the 
grave and dignified Judge whom the people respected so 
highly. Ethie was glad he was going. She would always 
rather have him with her, if possible ; and the genuine 
satisfaction she evinced when he said he would accompany 
her went far toward reconciling him to the affair about 
which so muGh was being said in Camden, When, how- 
ever, he came in to supper on Tuesday night, complaining 
of a severe headache, and saying he wished he could remain 
quietly at home, inasmuch as he was to start early the next 
morning for St, Louis, where he had business to transact, 
Ethelyn said to him, " If you are sick, of course I will not 
compel you to go. Mr. and Mrs. Miller will look after 
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She meant thia kindly, for slie saw that he was look- 
uig pale and hazard, and Richard took it so then. ; but 
afterward her words became so many scorpions, sting- 
ing him into fnry. It would seem as if every hox, and 
drawer, and bag, had beea overturned, and the contents 
brought to light, — for ribbons, and flowers, and laces, were 
scattered about in wild confusion, while on the carpet, near 
the drawer where Ethie's little mother-of-pearl box was 
kept, lay a tiny note, which had inadvertently been dropped 
from its hiding-place when Ethie opened the box in quest 
of something which was wanted for Queen Mary's outfit. 
Richard saw the note just as he saw the other Utter, but 
paid no attention to it then, and after supper was over went 
out as usual for his evening paper. 

Gathered about the door of the office was a group of 
young men, all hia acquaintances, and all talking together 
upon some theme which seemed to excite them greatly, 

" Too bad, to malte such a fool of himself," one said, 
while another added, " He ought to have known better 
than to order champagne, when he knows what a beast a 
few drops will make of him, and he had a first-rate charac- 
ter for to-night, too." 

Richard was never greatly interested in gossip of any 
kind, but something impelled him now to ask of whom 
they were talking. 

" Of Hal Clifibrd," was the reply. " A friend of his 
came kst night to Moore's Hotel, where Hal boards, and 
wishing to do tbe generous host Hal ordered champagne 
and claret for supper, in his room, and got drunker than a 
fool. It a\ways lasts him a day or two, so he is gone up 
for to-night" 

Richai-d had no time to waste iji words upon Harry 
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Clifford, and ifter Iieanng the itoiy started for hia board- 
iiiif place His route Uy pait the Moore House, and as he 
reached it the door opened and Ilaiiy came reeling down 
the steps He was juat drnnh euough to be sociable, and 
spying Richard by the light of the lamp-post he burned to 
hLs side, and taking his arm in the confidential manner ho 
always assumed when mtoMcated, he began talking iti a 
half foolish, halt-rational way, ver\ disgusting to Eichard, 
■who tned in \ain fo shake him off Harry was not to be 
baffled and, with a stammer and a hiccnp, he began, "I 
say — a — now, old ^'liap, don't be so tast to get nd of a 
eoi e y* ife waiting for you, I snppose Deuced fine 
woman. D'y^ know her old beau is here i " 

" Who i What do you mean?" Richard asked, turn- 
ing sharply upon his companion, who continued— 

" Why, Frank Van Buren, Cousin, you know ; was 
ehum with me in college, so I know all about it. Don't 
yon remember my putting it to her that first time I met 
her at Mrs. Miller's! Mistrusted by her blushing there was 
more than I supposed ; and so there was. He told me all 
about it last night." 

Richard did not try now to shake oflf his comrade. 
There seemed to be a spell upon him, and though he longed 
to thrash the impudent young man saying such things of 
Ethelyn, he held his peace, with the exception of the single 

"Frank Van Eureu in town! Where is he stopping?" 
" Up at Moore's. ■ Came last night ; and, between you 
me. Judge, I took a little too much. Makes my head feel 
like a tub. Sorry for Frank. He and his wife ain't con- 
genial, beside she's lost her money that Frank married her 
for. Serves him right for being so mean to Mrs. Mark- 
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ham, and I told Mm so when he opened his heart and told 
me all about it ; how his mother broke it up about the 
time you were down there ; and how she went to the altar 
with a heavier heart than she wouid have carried to her 
coffin. Quite a liifalutin speech for Frank, who used to be 
at the foot of his class." 

Richard grew faint and cold as death, feeling one mo- 
ment an impulse to knock young Clifford down, aud the 
next a burning desire to hear the worsts if, indeed, he had 
not already heard it. He would not question Harry ; but 
he would listen to all he had to say, and so he kept quiet, 
waiting for the rest, Harry was just enough beside him- 
self to take a malicious kind of satislaction m inflicting 
pain upon Eichard, as he was sure he was doing He 
knew Judge Markham despiised him, and though, when 
sober, he would haie shrunk from «o mean a revenge, he 
could aay anything now and so went on 

" She has not seen him j et, but will to night, for he is 
going. I got him luvited as my fnend She knows he is 
here. He sent hoi a note this morning Pit> I can't 
go too ; but I can't, for, you see, 1 know how drunk I am. 
Here we part, do we ? " and Harry loosed his hold of 
Richard's arm as tliey reached the comer of a street 

Wholly stunned with what he had heard, Eichard kept 
on his way, but not toward the Stafford House. He could 
not face Ethelyn yet. He was not determined what 
course to pursue, and so he wandered on in the darkness, 
through street after street, while the wintry wind blew 
cold and chill about him ; but he did not heed it, or feel 
the keen, cutting blast His blood was at a boiling heat, 
and the great drops of sweat were rolling down his face, 
as, with head and shoulders bent like an aged man, he 
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walked on, revolving all he had heard, and occasionally 
whispering to himself, "She carried a heavier heart to 
the altar tiian she would have taken to her coffia." 

" Yes, I believe it now. I remember how white slie 
was, and how her hand trembled when I took it in mine. 
Oh i Ethie, Ethie, I did not deserve this from you." 

Resentment, — hard, unrelenting resentment,— was begu- 
iling to tafee the place of the deep pain he had at first 
experienced^ and it needed but the sight of Mrs. Miller's 
windows, blazing with light, to change the usually ijuiet, 
undemonstrative man into a demon. 

" She ia to meet him here to-night, it seems, and perhaps 
talk over her blighted life. Never, no, never, so long as 
holts and bars have power to hold her. She shall not dis- 
grace herself, for, with all her faults, she is my wife, aod I 
have loved her so much. Oh, Ethie, I love you still I " and 
the wretched man leaned against a post aa he sent forth 
this despairing cry for the Ethie who he felt was lost forever. 

Every little incident which could tend to prove that 
what Harry had said was trae came to his mind : the con- 
versation overheard in Washington between Frank and 
Melinda, Ethelyn'a unfinished letter, to which she had 
never referred, and the clause in Aunt Van Buren's letter 
relating to Frank's first love affair. He could not any 
longer put the truth aside with arguments, for it stood out 
m all its nikei defDimity, iJiaMng him cower and shrink: 
bofjie it It nas a very different man who went up the 
stiira of the Stafford House to room No. — from the man 
who two h uis befoie had gone down them, and Ethelyn 
wjuld hudlj base kniwn him for her hnshand had she 
bcei theie to mpct him. Wondering much at his long 
ibsLi ce, she bad at la'it gone on with her dressing, and 
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t'len, as he still did not appear, she had stepped for a mo- 
raent to the room of a friend who was siet and had asked 
to see her when she was ready. Richard saw that she was 
out, and sinting into the first chair, his eye fell upon the 
note lying near the bureau- drawer. The room had partial- 
ly been put to rights, but this had escaped Ethic's notice, 
and Kichard picked it up, glowering with rage, and almost 
foaming at the mouth when, in the single word " Ethie," 
on the back, he recognized Frank Van Buren'a writing, 
which he had often seen on the back of his mother's let- 
He had it then, — the note which his rival had sent, 
apprising his wife of his presence in town, and he would 
read it, too. He had no scruples about that, and hia fingers 
tingled to his elbows as he opened the note, never observ- 
ing how yellow and worn it looked, or that it was not dated. 
He had no doubt of its identity, and his i^ce grew purple 
with passion aa he read — 

"Mt own Dabling Ethie: — Don't fail to be there 
to-night, and if possible leave the ' old maid ' at home, and 
come alone. We shall have so much better time. Tour 
devoted 

Words could not express Richard's emotions as he held 
that note in his shaking hand, and gazed at the words, 
"My own darling Ethie." Quiet men like Richard Mark- 
ham are terrible when aroused; and Richard was terrible 
in his anger, aa he sat like a block of stone contemplating 
the proof of his wife's unfaithfulness. He called it by that 
hard name, grating his teeth together as he thought of her 
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going by appointment to meet Frank Van Buren, who had 
called him an " old maid," and planned to have him left 
behind if possible. Then, as he recalled what Ethelyn had 
said about his remaining at home if he were ill, he leaped 
to his feet, and an oath quivered on his lips at her duplicity. 

" False in every respect," he muttered, " and I trusted 
her 80 much ! " 

It never occurred to him that the note was a strange one 
for what he imagined it to portend, Frank merely directing 
it to " Etliie," and charging her to he present at the party, 
without even announcing his arrival, or giving any expla- 
nation for his sudden appearance in Camden. Kichard was 
too much excited to reason upon anything, and stood lean- 
ing upon the piano, with hia face turned toward the door, 
when Ethie made her appearance, looking very pretty and 
piquant in her Mary Stuart guise. She held her mask in 
her hand, but when she caught a gllajpae of him she hastily 
adjusted it, and springing forward, exclaimed, "Where 
were you so long? I began to think you were never com- 
ing. We shall be among the very last How do I look 
as Mary ? Am I pretty enough to make an old maid like 
Elizabeth jealous of me ! " 

Had anything been wauting to perfect Richard's wrath, 
that allusion to an " old maid " would have done it It 
was the drop in the brimming bucket, and Richard ex- 
ploded at once, hurling such language at Ethelyn's head 
that, white and scared, and panting for breath, she put up 
both her hands to ward off the storm, and asked what it 
meant Richard had locked the door, the only entrance to 
their room, and stooping over Ethelyn, he hissed into her 
ear his meaning, telling her all he had heard from Harry 
Chfford, and asking if it were true. Ere Ethelyn could 
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ie]ily there was a knock at the door, and a servant's voice 
«al!eii out, " Carriage WMting for Mrs. Markliam." 

It was the carriage sent by Mrs. Miller for Ethelyn, and 
quick as thought Richard stepped to the door, and unlock- 
ing it, said, hastily, " Give Mrs. Miller Mrs. Markham's 
compliments and say she cannot be present to-night Tell 
h h J t t d qly dRhd 

ybtt dsat tt hldthd 

pth tohdwt dlk th t d 

t Eth 1 wh h d t h f t, a d th a 

dft tp phfefrmthwht d 

1 k f h d w t first t d f t g h m f 1 ssty 

d d fi t!y f th b Id t p h d sed h 

tmhilj d fi hp hh rth 

1 w as 1 id t a, th 1 d t t li 

h b b kd Vmit drstdthtlma 

\ h mj nityurtett 

keep roe frum the partj ? 

"/( is;" and with hb back against the door, aa if 
doubly to bar her egress, Kichard regarded her gloomily, 
while he charged her with the special reason why she 
wished to go. " It was to meet Frank Van Buren, your 
former lover," he said, asking if she conld deny it. 

For a moment Ethelyn stood irresolute, mentally going 
over with all that would be said if she stayed from Mrs. 
Miller's, where she was to be the prominent one, and cal- 
culating her strength to stem the tide of wonder and con- 
jecture as to her absence which was sure to foil w Sh 
could not meet it, she decided ; she mnst go, at all h ds, 
even if, to achieve her purpose, she made some c n 
to the man who had denounced her so harshlj d d 
such langaage as Is not easily forgotten. 
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"Eicbard," she bega,n, and her eyes had a strange, glit- 
tering light in them, " with I'egard to the past I shall say 
nothing now, hut that Frank was here in Catnilen I had not 
the slightest knowledge till I heard it from you. Believe 
me, Richard, and let me go. My absence will seem very 
strange, and cause a great deal of remark. Another time 
I may explain what wonld best have been explained be- 

The light in her eje was softer non and her * ice 
fiiil of entreaty ; for Ethie felt almost i if pleadm:; 
for her life. But she might as well have talke 1 t d the wall 
fir iny ^ood results it produced Si haid wis m \ei 
from his lofty hcitiht of TV rath and \!n hctii^ness but 
he did not believe her How could he w th the fat-J 
note m hia hand, and the memDri of the dpgiidi g 
epithet it containei and which Ethie too h d tised 
against him still ringing m his ears 3 The vugm qtiee i 
of England was never more stony aid nevoratle with 
regard to the mfortunatL Marv than was E ohard t ward 
his «ifp and the expression of hi'' face froze all the letter 
emotions nsing in Ethie s heart as sh felt that m a mea 
sure she was reapii g a lust retnbufi b for her long iecep 

" I do not believe you, madam," Richard said and if 
I were inclined to do so, this note, which Harry sail was 
sent to you, and which I found upon the floor, n mil tell 
me better;" and tossing into her lap the soiled bit of paper, 
accomplishing so much harm, he continued, " There is my 
proof; that, in conjunction with the name of opprobrium, 
which yon remember you insinuatingly used, asking if 
you were pretty enough to make the old maid Elizabeth 
jealous. You are pretty enough, madam ; but it is an 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



THE CRISIS. 217 

accursod beauty, which would attract to itself men of Fi-ank 
Van Bureii's stamp." 

Richard could not get over that epithet. He would have 
for^ven the other sin almost as soon as this, and hia face 
was very dark and atern as he watched Kthelyn reading the 
little note She knew in a moment what it was, and the 
sudd f t PI b f hev turned her white 

and ft It b ght 1) 1 dly the day when she 

rece d t, — th ha^y S pt b 1 y, when the Chicopeo 
hili th p rpl h 1 ht f ]y autumn, and the air 

was f 11 f g Id h It few weeks after that 

J th h U heny hills, and Frank 
t k th boy-friend of his, who 
i'h IS t be an exhibition in 
tl distrif't and Frank had 

n d 'lI g tl at Vunt Barbara 
th Id m d he son et n es 
tl 1- 
mad k A t B b I d t 
send h h g f I 

but th 1 i; II h m ft th 
Img It g w Ik tl 

was g d mi I th t pp ^ 
ing down mto the deep, dark water, where the stars WLre re- 
flected sobrightly,theslowclimbingofthedepot hill, and the 
long talk by the gate beneath the elms, whose long arms be- 
gan to drop great drops of dew on Ethie's head ere the inter- 
view was ended, — ail this had been experienced with Frank, 
whose arm was round the young girl's waist, and whose hand 
was clasping hers, as witli boyish pride and a laughable effort 
to seem manly, he talked of " our engagement," and leaped 
forward in fancy to the time " when we are married." 
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All th e bd k to Ethels and 1 e felt a ai th 

I catt of th be].t ber ^ht a 1 s v through tl e 
cl te g bra ch the Ight^iat t, f o 1 r the deir 
old oom Ch c pee She foi^ot for a moment the 
stern ma atch g her so jealo sly and harden ng 
toward her as he sivhowp le she ore v and 1 eard her 
exclMnat o of s i pn e wh n aho firat recog zed the note 
and le nembere 1 that n t ru g ove the Co te ts ot the 
lot she must have dropj ed t uj on the floo 

" Do you still deny all knowledge of Fi-ank's presence in 
town ! " Richard asked, and his voice recalled Etheljn from 
the long-ago back to the present time. 

Ho was waiting for lier answer ; but Ethie had none to 
give. Her hot, imperious temper was in the ascendant 
now. She was a prisoner for the night ; her own husband 
was the jailer, who she felt was unjust to her, and she 
would made no explanations, at least not then. He might 
think what he liked or draw any inference he pleased from 
her silence. And so she made him no reply, except to 
crush into her pocket the paper which she should have 
burned on that morning when, crouching on the Tiearth- 
stono at home, she destroyed all other traces of a past 
which ought never to have been. He could not make her 
speak, and his words of reproach might as well have been 
^ven to the winds as to that cold, statue-like woman, who 
mechanically laid aside the fanciful costume in which she 
was arrayed, doing everything with a deliberation and cool- 
ness more exasperating to Richard than open defiance would 
have been. A second knock at the door, and another ser- 
vant appeared, saying, apologetically, that the note he held 
in his hand was left at the office for Mrs. Markham early in 
the morning, and forgotten till now. 
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" Give it to me, if you please. It is mine," Ethelyn said, 
and something' in her voice and manner kept Kichard quiet 
while she took the offered note and went back to the chan- 
delier, where, with a compressed lip and burning cheek, she 
read the genuine note sent by Frank. 

" Dear consin," he wrote, " business for a Boston firm 
has brought me to Camden, where they have had debts 
standing out. Through the influeoce of Harry Clifford, 
who was a college chum of mine, I have an invitation to 
Mrs. Miller's, where I hope to meet yourself and husband. 
I should call to-day, but I know just how busy you must be 
with your costume, which I suppose you wish to keep incog., 
evOn from me. I shall know you, though, at once. See 
if I do not. Wishing to be remembered to the Judge, I 
am, yours truly, Frask Van Buren." 

This was what Ethelyn read, knowing, as she read, that 
it would make matters right between herself and husband, — 
at least so far as an appointment was concerned ; but she 
would Bot show it to him then. She was too angry, too 
much aggrieved, to admit of any attempts on her part for a 
reooneiliation ; so she put that note with the other, and 
then went quietly on arranging her things in their proper 
places. When this was done, she sat down by the window, 
and peering out into the wintry darkness watched the many 
lights and moving figures in Mrs. Miller's house, which 
could be distinctly seen fi'om the hotel. Kichard still in- 
tended to take the early train for 8t^ Louis, and so he re- 
tired at last ; but Ethelyn sat where she wek until the car- 
riages taking the revellers home had passed, and the lights 
were out in Mrs. Miller's windows, and the bell of St. John's 
had ushered in the second hour of the fest^ Not then did 
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Elie join lier husband, but lay down upon the sofa, where 
he found her when, at six o'cloclt, Jie came from his broken, 
feverish sleep, to say his parting words. He had cnnt«ra- 
plated the propriety of giving up his trip and remaining 
at home wliile Frank Van Buren was in town, but this he 
could not very well do. 

" I will leave her to herself," he thought, " trusting that 
what has passed will deter her from any further improprie- 

Something lilce tha he said to her when, in the gray 
dawn, he stood before her, equipped for his journey ; but 
Ethelyn did not respond, and with her cold, dead silence 
weighing more upon him than bitter reproaches would have 
done, Richard left her and took his way through the chill, 
snowy morning to the depot, little dreaming, aa he went, 
of when and how he and Ethelyn would meet again. 



CHAPTER XXr. 



^HE bell in the tower of St. John's pealed forth its 
s to the house of prayer, and one by one, 
I singly or in groups, the worshippers went up to 
keep this fi^t solemn day of Lent, — true, sincere worship- 
pers, many of there, who came to weep, and pray, and ac- 
knowledge their past misdeeds ; while others came from 
habit, and because it was the fashion, their pale, haggard 
faces and heavy eyes telling plainly of the last night's dis- 
sipation, which had continued till the first hour of the 
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morning, Mrs. Howard was there, and Mrs. Miller too, 
Loth glancing inquiringly at Judge Markham's pew and 
then wonderingly at each other. Ethelyn was not ihere. 
She had breaidasted in her room after Biohard left, and 
when that was over had gone mechanically to her closet 
and drawers and commenced sorting her clothes, — hanging 
away the expensive dresses, and laying across chairs and 
upon the bed the more serviceable ones, such aa might pro- 
perly be worn on ordinary occasiuiis. Why she did thb 
she had not yet clearly defined, and when, after her ward- 
robe w^ divided, and she brought out her heavy travelling 
trunk, she was not quite certain what she meant to do. 
She had been sorely wounded, and, as she thought, without 
just cause. She knew she was to blame for not having 
told Richard of Frank before she became his wife, but of the 
things with which he had so severely charged her she was 
guiltless ; and every nerve quivered and throbbed with pas- 
sion and resentment as she reca\led the scene of the previous 
night, going over again with the cruel words Richard had 
uttered in his jealous anger, and then burning with shame 
and indignation as she thought of being locked into her 
room, and kept from attending the masquerade, where her 
absence must have exCited so much wonder, 

" What did they say, and what can I tell them when we 
meet!" she thought, juat as Mrs. Howard's voice was 
heard in the upper hall. 

Service was over, and several of the more intamate of 
Ethie's friends had stopped at the Stafford House to see 

" I have come to see if you were sick, or what, that you 
disappointed me so. I was vexed enough, I tesure you," 
Mrs. Miller sMd, looking curiously at Ethelyn, whose face 
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was white as ashes, save where a crimson spot burned on 
her cheeks, and whose lips were firialy pressed together. 
She did not know what to say, and when pressed to give 



" Judge Markham wished me to stay with him, and as 
an obedient wife I stayed." 

With ready tact the ladies saw that something was 
wrong, and kindly forbore further remarks, except to tell 
what a grand affair it was, and how much she was missed. 
But Ethie detected in their manner an unspoken sympathy 
or pity, which exasperated and humiliated her more than 
open words would have done. Heretofore sho had been 
the envy of the entire set, and it wounded her deeply to 
fall from that pedestal to the level of ordinary people. She 
was no longer the young wife, whose husband petted and 
humored her so mnch, but the wife whose hnsband was 
jealous and tyrannical, and even abusive, where language 
was concerned; and she conld not rid herself of the sus- 
picion that her lady friends knew more than they professed 
to know, and was heartily glad when they took their de- 
parture and left her again alone. 

There was another knock at her door, and a servant 
handed in a card bearing Frank Van Euren's name. He 
was in the office, the waiter said. Should he show the 
gentleman up? 

Ethie hesitated a moment, and then taking her pencil 
wrote upon the back of the card, "I am too butj to see 
you to-day." 

The servant left the room, and Ethelyii wont ba-k to 
where her clothes were scattered about and the great 
trunk was standing open. She did not care to see Frank 
Tan Buren now. He was the direct cause of every sorrow 
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sLe had ever known, and bitter feelings were swelling in 
her heart in place of the softer emotions she had once experi- 
enced toward him. He was nothing to her now. Slowly 
but surely the flame had been dying out, and Eiehard had 
never been so near to winnmg his wife's entire devotion as 
on that fetal night when, by hia jealousy and rashness, he 
built BO broad & gulf between them, 

" It is impossible that we should ever live together again, 
after all that has transpired," Ethel yn said, as she stood 
beside her tronlc and involuntarily folded up a garment and 
laid it on the bottom. 

She had reached a decision, and her fece grew whiter, 
stonier, as she made haste to act upon it. Every article 
which Richard had bought was laid ^ide and put away in 
the drawers ■ind bureius she would never see again. These 
were not numeious f T her hndil trouaaein had been so ex- 
tensive that lut few demqnda had been inodo upon her 
hosband'a pmse lor dieat. ^n 1 Ethehn felt glad that it was 
so. It did not take bug to put them awa^, or very long 
to pact the trunk, and then Ethie «rt down to think " what 
next?" 

Only a few days before, a Mr, Bailey, who boarded in 
the house, and whose daughter was tailing music leasona, 
had tiied to purchase her piano, telling her that so fine a 
player ought to have one with a longer key-board, Ethie bad 
thought so herself, wishing sometimes that she had a larger 
instrument, which was better adapted to the present style 
of music, but she could not bring herself to part with Aunt 
Barbara's present. Now, however, the case was different. 
Money she must have, and as she scorned to take it from 
the hank, where her check was always honored, she would 
sell her piano. It was hers, to do with as she liked, and 
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-when Mr. Bailej' passed her door at dinner-time, elie aafeed 
hiui to step in. She had changed her mind with regard 
to her piano, she said. She was willing to sell it now ; there 
was Buch a superb affair down at Shumway's Music Kooms. 
Ha<lMr. Bailey seen it? 

Ethie'a voice was not qnite steady, foi she was not accus- 
tomed to deception of this kind and the first step was hard. 
But Mr. Bailey was not at all suspii'ious, and concluded the 
bai^;ain at once; and two hours liter Ethie's piauo was 
standing between the south wmdows of Mrs. Bailey's apart- 
ment, and Ethie, in her own room wis counting a roll of 
three hundred doHara, and deciding how far it would go. 

"There are my pearls," she said. " If woi-st comes to 
worst I can sell them and my diamond ring." 

She did not mean Daisy's ring. She would not barter 
that, or take it with her, either. Daisy never intended it 
for a runaway wife, and EtUelyn must leave it where fiichard 
would find it when he came back and found her gone. And 
then as Ethie in her anger exulted over Richard's surprise 
and possible sorrow wien he found himself deserted, some 
demon from the pit wtbpered in her ear, "Give him back 
the wedding ring. Leave that for him too, and so remove 
every tie which once bound you to bim." 

It was hard to put oft' Daisy's ring, and Ethelyn paused 
as the clear stone seemed to reflect the lair, innocent face 
hanging on the walls at Olney. But Ethie argued that she 
had no right to it, and so the dead girl's ring was laid aside ; 
and then the trembling fingers fiuttered about the plain 
gold band bearing the date of her marriage. But when she 
essayed to remove that too, blood-red circles danced before 
her eyes, and such a terror seized her that her hands drop- 
ped powerless into her lap and the ring remained in its place. 
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It was four o'eluck iu the afternoon, and the cars for 01- 
ney left at seven. She was going that way as far as Mil- 
ford, where she could take another route to the East. She 
■would thus throw Riohard off the track if he tried to follow 
her, and also avoid immediate remark in the hoteL They 
would think it quite natural that in Ler husband's absence 
she should go for a few days to Oiuey, she reasoned ; and 
ttey did think so in the office when at six she asked that 
her trunt be taken to the station. Her rooms were all in 
order. She had made them so herself, sweeping and dust- 
ing, and even leaving Richard's dressing-gown and siippers 
by the chair where he usually sat the evenings he was at 
home. The vacancy left by the piano would strike him at 
once, she knew ; and so she moved a tall bookcase up there, 
and put a sofa where the bookcase had been, and a lai'ge 
chair where the sofa had been, and pushed the centre-table 
into the lai'ge chair's place ; and then Ler work was done, — 
the last she would ever do in that room, or for Richard, 
either. The last of everything is sad, and Ethie felt a thrill 
of pain as she whispered to herself, " It is the last, last 
time," and then thought of the outer world which lay all 
unknown before her. She would not allow herself to think 
long, lest her courage should give way ; and she tried, by 
dwelling continually upon Eichai-d's crael words, to stee! 
her heart against the good impulses which were beginning 
to suggest that what she was doing might not, aft«r all, be 
the wisest course. What would the worid say ? — and dear 
Aunt Barbara, too ? How it would wring her heart when 
she heard the end to which her cUrliug had come ! And 
Andy, — simple, conscientious, praying Andy, — Ethie'e 
heart came up in her throat when she thought of him and 
his grief at her desertion. 
10* 
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" I will write to Andy," she said. " I will tcH him how 
thougiits of him almost deteiTed me from my purpose," 
and opening her little writingnieal:, which Richard gave 
her at Christmas, she took up her pen and held it poised a 
moment, while something said, "Write to Eichard, too. 
Surely you oai. do ao much for him. Toucan tell him the 
truth, and let him know how he misjudged you." 

And so the name which Etliie tirst wrote down upon the 
paper was not " Dear Brother Andy," but simply that of 



CHAPTER XXII. 



"Stafford House, Feh. — , 1 
6 o'clocJc in the afternoon, f 
1^'S^^ ICH ART) : I am going away from you forever, 
\a M^ ^'"^ when you recall the words you spoke to mo 
P'"*-^l last night, and the deep humiliation you put 
upon me, you will readily understand that I go because we 
cannot live together any longer as man and wife. Tou 
said things to me, Richard, which women find hard to for- 
give, and which they never can forget. I did not deserve 
that you should treat me so, for, bad as I may have been 
in other respects, I am innocent of the worst thing you 
alleged against me, and which seemed to excite you so 
much. ITntil I heard it from you, I did not know Frank 
Van Buren was within a thousand miles of Camden. The 
note from him which I leave with this letter, and which 
you will remember was brought to the door by a servant, 
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who said it Lad beep mislaid and forgotten, will prove that 
I tell you trulj-. The other note which you found, and 
which must have fallen from the box where I iept it, was 
written years ago, when I was almost a little girl, with no 
thought that I ever could be the Iiumbled, wretched crea- 
ture I am now, 

" Let me teli you about it, Richard,' — how I happened to 
be engageJ to Frank, and how wounded, and sore, and 
Borry I was when you came the second time to Chicopee, 
and asked me to be your wife." 

Then followed the whole story of Ethelyn's first love. 
Nothing was concealed, nothing kept back. Even the 
dreariness of the day when Aunt Van Buren came up from 
Boston and broke pom.' Ethie's heart, was described and 
dwelt upon with that particularity which shows how the 
lights, and shadows, and sunshine, and storins which mark 
certain events in one's history will impress tberaselves upon 
one's mind, as parts of the great joy or sorrow which can 
never be forgotten. Then she spoke of meeting Eichard, and 
the train of circnmstances which finally led to their betrothal. 

"I wanted to tell you about Frank that night, on the 
shore of the pond, when yon told me of Abigail, and twice 
I made up my mind to do so, but something rose up to 
prevent it, and after that it was very hard to do so," 

She did not tell him how she at first shrank away from 
his caresses ; but she confessed that she did not love him, 
even when taking the marriage vow, 

" But I meant to be true to you, Richard, I meant to 
bo a good wife, and never let yon know bow I felt. You 
were diff'erent from Frank ; diff'erent from most men whom 
I had met, and you did annoy me at times. You will tell 
me I was fooMsh to lay so much stress on little things, and 
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so, perhaps, I was ; trnt littie things, rather than big, make 
up the sum of human happiness, and, hetjdea, I w^ too 
young fullj to understand how anj amount of talent and 
bi-ain could atone for absence of all culture of manner. 
Then I was disappointed in your home and family. You 
know how unlike tliey are to my own, but yon can never 
know how tembie it was to me who had formed so differ- 
ent an estimate of them. I suppose you will say I did not 
try to assimilate, and perhaps I did not. How could I, 
wheti to be like them was the thing I di-eaded most of all ? 
I do believe they tried to be tind, especially your brothers, 
and I ^shall ever be grateful to them for their attempt to 
please and interest me during that dreadful winter I spent 
alone, with you in Washington. You did wrong, Eichard, 
not to taio me with you, when I wanted so much to go. 
T know that, after what happened, you and your mother 
think yon vyere fully justified in what you did ; but, Eich- 
ard, you are mistaken. The very means you took to avert 
a catastrophe hastened it instead. The cruel disappoints 
ment and teriible homesickness which I endured hastened 
our baby's biiih, and cost its iittio life. Had it lived, 
EJehard, I should have been a better woman than I 
am now. It would have been something for me to love, 
and my heart did ache so for an object on which to fasten. 
I did not love you when I became your wife, but I was 
learning to do so. "When you came home from Washing- 
ton, I was glad to see you, and I used to listen for your step 
when yon went to 0!ney and it was time for you to return. 
Just in proportion as I was drawn toward you, Frank fell 
in my estimation, and I wanted to tell yo« al! about it, and 
begin anew. Do you remember that night of our return 
from St. Paul's ! I found a letter from Aunt Van Buren, 
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and aakcd if you would like to liear it. You aeemed so 
iudiffereiit, and almost cross about it, that tlie good angel 
left me, and your chance was lost ^ain. Thei-e was some- 
tliing in that letter about Fraak and me, — something which 
would have called forth questions from you, and T meant 
to explain if you would let me. Think, Eichard. You 
will remember the night You lay upon the sofa, aad I 
sat down beside you, and smoothed your hair, I was nearer 
to loving you then than I ever was before ; but you put me 
off, and the impulse did not come again, — that is, the ijn- 
pulse of confession. A little more consideration on your 
part for what you call my airs and high notions would have 
won me to you, for I am not insensible to your many ster- 
ling virtues, and I do believe that you did love me once. 
But all that is ovei' now. I made a great mistake when I 
came to you, and perhaps I am making a greater one in 
going from you. But I think not. We are better apart, 
oapecially after the indignities of last night. Where I am 
going it does not matter to you. Pursuit will be useless, 
inasmuch as I shall have the start of a week. Neither do 
I think you will search for me much. You will be happier 
without me, and it is better that I should go. You will 
give the accompanyiug note to Andy, Dear Aady, my 
heart aches to its very core when I think of him, and know 
that hb grief for me will be genuine. I leave you Daisy's 
ring, I am not worthy to keep that, and so I give it back, 
I wish I could make you free from me entirely, if that should 
he your wish. Perhaps some time you will be, and then 
when 1 am nothing to you save a sad memory, you will 
think better of me than you do now. 

" Good-by, Richai'd. We shall probably never meet 
again. Good-by. Etiiik." 
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Sbe did not stop to read what she had written. There 
was not time for that, and taking a fresh sheet, she wrote : 

" Dear, barling Andy ; — If all the world were as good, 
and kind, and true as you, I should not he writing this 
letter, with mj arrangements made for fllglit Richard will 
tell you why I go. It would take me too long. I have 
heen very unhappy here, though none of my wretchedness 
has been caused by you. Dear Andy, if I could tell you 
Low much I love you, and how aoity I am to fall in your 
opinion, as I surely shall when you hear what has hap- 
pened. Do not hate, me, Andy, and sometimes when you 
pray, rememher Etliie, won't you ? She needs your prayers 
so mach, for she cannot pray herself. I do not want to he 
wholly had, — do not want to be lost forever ; and I have 
faith that Grod will hear you. The beautiful consbtency of 
your everyday life and your simple trust have been power- 
ful sermons to me, convincing me that there is a reality in 
the religion you profess. Go on, Andy, as you have begun, 
and may the God whom I am not worthy to name, bless 
you, and keep you, and give you every possible good. Iii 
fancy I wind my arms around your neck, and kiss your 
dear, kind face, as with tears I write you my good-by. 

" Farewell, Andy, darling Andy, farewell." 

Ethelyn had not wept before, hut now, as Andy rose up 
before her with the thought that she should see him no 
more, her tears poured like rain, and blotted the sheet on 
which she had written to him. It hurt her more, if pos- 
sible, to lose his respeet than that of any other person, and 
for a half instant she wavered in the decision. But it was 
too late now. The piano was sold and delivered, and if 
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she tarried slse had no speciaJ excuse to offer for its sale. 
She must carry out her plan, even though it proved the 
greatest mistake of her life. So the letters were directed, 
and put; with Daisy's ring, in the little drawer of the 
bureau, where Richard would be sure to find them when 
he came bach. Perhaps, as Ethie put them there, she 
thought how they might he the means of a reconciliation ; 
that Richard, after reading her note, would move heaven 
and earth to find her, and having done so, would thence- 
forth be her willing slave ; possibly, too, remembering the 
liarsh things he had so recently said to her, she exulted a 
little as she saw him coming hack to his deserted home, 
and finding bis domestic altar laid low in the dust. But if 
this were so she gave no sign, and though her face was 
deathly pale, her nerves were steady and her voice calm, as 
she gave orders concerning her baggage, and then when it 
was time, turned the key upon her room, and left it with 
the clerk, to whom she said, 

" I shall not be back until my husband returns." 
She was going to Olney, of course, the landlady said, 
when she heard Mrs. Markham had gone ; and so no won- 
der was created among the female boarders, except that 
Ethelyn had not said good-by to a single one of tbem. 
She was not equal to that. Her great desire was to escape 
unseen, and with a veil drawn closely over her face, she 
sat in the darkest comer of the ladies' room, waiting im- 
patiently for the arrival of the tr«n, and glancing furtively 
at the people around her. Groups of men were walking 
up and down upon the platform withont, and among them 
Frank Van Bnren. On his way to the cars he had called 
again at the Stafford House, and learned that Mrs. Mark- 
ham was out. 
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"Til see her nhcn I return," he thouobt, and so went 
his way to the train, which woulit take him to liii next 
point of destination. 

Never once dreaming how near liu was to her, Etliie 
entered the car, and drew her veil and fiira more closely 
around her, and turning her ftice to the frosty window, 
gazed drearily out into the wintry darkness as they sped 
hwiftly on, She hardly knew where she was going or what 
she could do when she was there. She was conscious only 
of the fact that she was breaking an ay from bcenea and 
associations which had been so distasteful to her, — that 
she was leaving a hnsbiiid who had been ahuhive to her, 
and she verily believed she had just cause for going. The 
world might not see it so, perhaps, but she did not care for 
the world. She was striking out a path of hec own, and 
with her heart as sore and full of anger as it theu was, she 
felt able to cope with any difficulty, so that her freedom 
was achieved. They were skirting across the prairie now, 
and the lights of OIney were in sight. Perhaps she could 
see the farm-house ; and rubbing with her warm palm the 
moisture from the window-pane, she looked wistfully out 
in the direction of Richard's home. Yes, there it was, and a 
light was shining from the sitting-room window, as if they 
expected her. But Ethie was not going there ; and with 
a sigh as she thought of Andy so near, yet separated so 
widely fi'om her, she turned from the window and rusted 
her tired head upon hex hands while they stayed at OIney. 
It was only a moment they stopped, hut to Ethie it seemed 
an age ; and her heart almost stopped ite beating when she 
heard the voice of terrible Tim just outside the car. He 
was not coming in, as she found after a moment of breath- 
less waiting ; he was only speaking to an acquaintance, who 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



THR DEBBBTBD 



stepped inside and took a seat by the stove, just as tin 
train, plunged again into the darkness, leaving behind : 
fiery track to mark its progress across the level prairie. 



CHAPTER XXIir. 

TllE DB8BQTED HUSBAHD. 

I^^S^ ICH A RD had been very successful in St. Louis. 
iS H'ra "^^ business whioh took liim there had been 
nn ™ more than satis&ctorily arranged. He had col- 
lected .a thousand-dollar debt he never expected to get, 
aad had been everywhere treated with the utmost defer- 
ence and consideration, as a man whose worth was known 
and. appreciated. But Eichavd was ill at eaae, and his 
fiice wore a sad, gloomy expression, which many remarked, 
wondering what coidd be the natare of the care so evidently 
pre jing upon him. Do what he might, he could notfoi^t 
the white, stony face which had looked at him so strangely 
in the gi'ay morning, nor shut out the icy tones in which 
Ethie had last spoken to him. Besides this, Eichard was 
thinking of all he had said to her in the heat of passion, 
and wishing he could recall it in part at least. He was very 
indignant, very angry still, for he believed her guilty of 
planning to meet Frank Tan Euren at the party and leave 
him at home, while his heart beat with keen throbs of pain 
when he rcoierabered that Ethie's first love waa not g^ven 
to him, — that she would liave gone to her grave more 
willingly than she went with him to the altar ; but he need 
not have been so harsh with her, — that waa uo way to make 
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her love liim. Kindness must win her back slioaU slie ever 
be won, and impatient to be reconciled, if reconciliation 
were now possible, Richard chafed at the necessary delays 
which kept him a day longer in St. Louis than he had at first 
intended. 

Ethie had been gone just a week when he at last found 
himself in the train which would take him back to Camden. 
First, however, he must stop at Olney ; the case was imper- 
ative, — and so he stepped from the train one snowy after- 
noon when the February hght shone cold and blue upon the 
little town and the farm-house beyond. His brothers wei'e 
feeding their floeks and herds in the rear yard to the east ; 
but they eame at once to greet him, and ask after his wel- 
fare. The light snow which had fallen that day was lying 
upon the front door-st«ps, undisturbed by any track, so 
Richard entered at the side. Mrs. Markham was dipping 
candles, and the faint, sickly odor of the hot melted tallow, 
wliich filled Richard's olfactories as he came in, was never 
forgotten, but remembered as part and parcel of that terrible 
day which would have a place in his memory so long as be- 
ing lasted. Every little thing was impressed upon his mind, 
and came up afterward with vivid distinctness whenever he 
thought of that wretched time. There was a bit of oil-cloth 
on the floor near to the dripping candles, and he saw the 
spots of tallow which had dropped and dried upon it, — saw, 
too, his mother's short gown, and blue woollen stockings, 
as she got np t-o meet him, and smelling the cabbage cook- 
ing on thestove, for they were having a late dinner that day. 

Richard had seen his mother dip candles before, — nay, 
had sometimes assisted at the dipping. He had seen her 
short striped gown and blue woollen stockings, and smelled 
the cooking cabbage, but they never struck him with eo 
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great a sense of discomfort as tliey did to-day wlien he 
stood, hat in hand, wondering why home seemed so cheer- 
less. It was as if the shadow of the great shock awaiting 
him had already fallen upon hira, oppressing him with a 
weight he could not well shako off. He had no thought 
that any harm had come to Ethie, and yet his first question 
was for her. Had hia mother heard from her while he 
was away, or did she know if she was welll 

Mi-s, Markham's ander-jaw dropped, in the way peculiar 
to her when at all irritated, bnt she did uot answer at once ; 
she waited a moment, while she held the rod poised over 
the iron kettle, and with her forefinger deliberately separ- 
atedany of the six candles which showed a disposition to 
stick together; then depositing them npon the frame and 
taking np anotter rod, she said — 

"Miss Plympton was down to Camden three or fonr 
days ago, and she said Ann Merrills, the chambev-maid at 
the Stafford House, told her Ethelyn had come to Olney 
to stay with ns while you was away ; but. she must have 
gone somewhere else, as we have not seen her here. Gone 
to visit that Miss Amsden, moat likely, that lives over the 

" What makes you think she has gone there!" Richard 
asked, with a sudden spasm of fear, for which he conld not 
account, and which was not in anywise diminished by his 
mother's reply: " Ann said she took the six o'clock tr^n 
for Olney, and as Miss Amsden lives beyond us, it's likely 
she went there, and is home by this time." 

Eichard accepted this supposition ; but it was far from 
reassuring him. The load he had felt when be first came 
into the kitchen was pressing more and more heavily, and 
he wished that he had gone straight on instead of stopping 
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at Obey. . But now there was nothing to do but to wait 
with what patience he could command until the next traiu 
CMno and carried him to Camden. 

It was nine o'clock when he reached there, and a stiff 
north-easter was blowing down the streets with gusts of 
sleet and rain ; but he did not thiiik of it as he hnrried on 
toward the Staiford House, with that undefined dread grow- 
ing strongei'and stronger as he drew near. He did not know 
what he feared, nor why he feared it He should find Ethie 
there, he said. She surely had returned from her visit by tbis 
time ; he should see the light from the windows shining 
out upon the park, just as he had seen it many other nights 
when hastening back to Ethie. He would take the short- 
est roate down that dark, narrow alley, and so gam a mo- 
ment of time. The alley was traversed at last, also the 
square, and be turned the comer of the street on which the 
Stafford House stood. Halting for an instant, lie strained 
his eyes to see if he were mistaken, or was there no light 

tb d w ign that Ethie was there. There were 

1 ht h I and 1 ghts above, but the second floor was 
1 k th h tt rs tosed, and all about them a look of 
I ud d t 1 which quickened Richard's footsteps 

t n Up th private staircase ho went, and through 

th ar w 1 II, til he reached his door and found it locked. 
Ethie was surely gone. She had not expected Mm so 
soon. Mrs. Amsden Lad urged her to stay, and she had 
stayed. This was what Eiobard said, as he went down to 
th fii f r the key, which the clerk handed him, with the 

ma 1 Mrs. Markham went to Oiney the very day you 
1 ft. I tl ught perhaps you would stop there and bring 
h hom 

Eh d lid not reply, but hurried back to the darkened 
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room, where everything was in. order ; evsTi Etbic's wort- 
box was in its usual place upon the little table, and Ethie's 
chair was standing near ; but something was missing, — 
something besides Ethie, — and its absence made the room 
look bare and strange as the gas-light fell upon it The 
piano was gone, or moved. It must be the latter, and 
Richard looked for it in every comer, even searching in the 
bed-room and opening the closet door, as if so ponderous a 
thing could bavo been hidden there 1 It was gone, and so 
was Ethie's trunk, and some of Ethie's clothes, for he look- 
ed to see, and then mechanically went out into the hall, 
juat as Mr. Bailey came up stairs and saw him. 

"Ho, Judge ! is that yon! Glad to see you back. 
Have been lonesome with you and your wife both away. 
Do you know of the trade we made, — ilie and I — the very 
day you left ! She offered me her pia t th 1 d d 
dollars, and I took her up at once. A fi t nt, b t 

a little too small for her, Aiiswers very w 11 f \ 1 
It's all right, isn't it ? " the talkative m nt d as h 

saw the blank expression on Richard's f and tru d 

it into disapprobation of the bai^in. 

"Yea, all right, of course. . It was her piano, not mine," 
Eichardsald, huskily. Then feeling the necessity of a little 
duplicity, he said, "Mrs, Markham went the same day I 
did, I believe ! " 

"Really, now, I don't know whether 'twas that day or 
the next," Mr. Bailey replied, showing that what was so 
important to Richard had as yet made but little impression 
upon him. " No, I can't say which day it wsw ; but here's 
Hal Clifford,— he'll know," and Mr. Bailey stepped aside 
as Harry came up the hall. 

He had been to call upon a friend who occupied the floor 
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above, and seeing Richard, came forward to speak to him, the 
look of shaiao upon his face showing that he had not for- 
gotten the circumatances under which they had last met 
As Harry camo in Mr. Bailey disappeared, and so the two 
men were alone when Richard asked, "Do you know wJiat 
day Mrs. Markham left Camden?" 

Richard tried to he natural. But Harry was not deceived. 
There was something afloat, — something wtich had some 
connection with his foolish, drunken talk and Ethle's con- 
appearance at the masqaorade. Blaming himself for what he 
remembered to have said, he would not now willingly annoy 
RicJiard, and he answered, indifferently, " Sbe went the 
same day that you. did; that is, she left here on the sis 
o'clock train. I know, for I c^ed in the evening and 
found her gone." 

" Was she going to Obey ? " 

Eichard's lips asked this rather than his will, and Harry 
replied, " I suppose so. Isn't she there ?" 

It was an impudent question, bnt prompted purely by 
curiosity, and Richard involuntarily answered, " She has 
not been there at all." 

For several seconds the two men regarded each other in- 
tently ; one longing so much to ask a certain question, and 
the other reading that question in the wistful, anxious eyes 
bent 10 earnestly upon him 

"He left m that same trim, aoi took the ^^^e ifute, 
tio ' 

Harry =aii] this, and Riiharl =faggeied forw<»rd, till ho 
leanei upon the doorp^ist, while his fdi"e was aahyiale. 
Harry had disliked Rithird Mirkham, who he knew bo 
strongly disapproved of his oonduct , but hi, pitii-d him 
now and tned to comtoit him 
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"It cannot be they went together. 1 saw no indications 
of such an intention on tie part of Frank. I hardly think 

he saw her, either. He was going to , he said, and 

should he hack in a few days. Maybe she is somewhere," 

Yes, mayhe she was somewliere, but so long as Richard 
did not know where, it was poor comfort for him. One 
thing, however, he could do, — he could save her good name 
until the matter was further investigated ; and pulling 
Harry after him into his room, he sat down by the cold, 
dark stove, over which he crouclied ahiveringly, while he 
said, " Etliie has gone to visit a friend, most likely, — a Mrs. 
Anisden, who lives in the direction of Olney. So please, 
for her sake, do not say either now or ever who went on 
the train with her," 

" You have my word as a gentleman that I will not," 
Harry replied ; " and as no one but myself ever knew that 
they were cousins and acquaintances, their names need not 
be mentioned togetJier, even if she never returns." 

" But she will, — she will come back, Kthie will. She 
has only gone to Mrs. Amsden's," Richard replied, his 
teeth chattering and his voice betraying all the fear and 
anguish he tried so hard to hide. 

Harry saw how cold he seemed, and with his own hands 
built a quick wood-fire, and then asked — 

" 8hali I leave you alone, or would you prefer me to 
stay ! " 

" Yes, stay. I do not like being here alone, though 
Ethic will come back. She's only gone to visit Mrs. Ams- 
den," and Richard whispered the words " gone to visit Mrs. 
Amsden." 

It is pitiful to see a strong man cut down so suddenly, 
and every nerve of Harry's throbbed in sympathy as he 
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sat watching tlie deserted husband walking up and down 
the room, now holding his cold fingers to the (ire, aud now 
saying to himself, " She has only gone to Mrs. AmsdcE's. 
She will be hack to-morrow." 

At last the clock struck eleven, and then Richard roused 
from his lethai^y and said, " The next train for Olney 
passes at twelve. I am going there, Harry, — going after 
Ethie. You'li see her coming back to-morrow," 

Eiehard hardly knew why he was going back to Olney, 
unless it were fi-om a wish to be near his own kith and kin 
in this his hour of sorrow. He knew that Ethie had gone, 
and the Mrs. Amsden ruse was thrown out for the benefit 
of Harry, who, frightened at the expression of Richard's 
fece, did not .dare leave him alone nntil he saw him safely 
on hoard the train which an hour later dropj.ed him upon 
the slippery platform in Oiney, and then went speeding on 
in the same direction Ethie once had gone. 

Mrs. Markham'g candles were finished, and in straight, 
even rows were Imd awaj' in the candle-box, the good 
woma fi r ^ to her great •satisfaction that there were just 
ten dozen te des the si m little thing she had burned 
during the e e ni, a d wh 1 , with a long ciisp snuff, like 
the teeple ot a cl u h was ow standing on the chair by 
her bed The hish ■» chopped ready for breakfast, the 
coffe va ] pared a I the kinj[ina;s were lying near the 
stove where too vere hangi ig to dry Andy's stockings, 
which he had that diy wet through. They had sat up 
later tha usual at the tan house that night, for Melinda 
and 1 t moth had bee over there, and the boys had 
made o'a ses a d <( 1 ' stuck up " every disJi and 
spoo as Mrs Markham sTid. Tim had come after his 
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mother and sister, and as he had a good deal to say, the 
clock struck eleven before the guests departed, and Andy 
buttoned tlie door of the wood-shed and put the nail over 
the window by the sink. Mrs. Markham had no suspicion 
of the trial in store for her, but for some cause she felt 
restless and nerroua, and even aeary, as she expressed it to 
herself. " Worked too hard, I guess," she thought, as she 
tjed on her high-crowned, broad-frilled night-cap, and then 
wound the clock before stepping into bed. 

It was nearly midnight, and for some little time she lay 
awake listening to the wind as it swept past the house, or 
Bcrearaed through the key-hole of the door. But she did 
not hear the night train when it thundered through the 
town ; nor the gate as it swung back upon its hinges ; nor 
the swift step coming up the walk ; nor the tap upon her 
window until it was repeated, and Richard's voice called 
fwntly, " Mother, mother, let me in I " 

Andy, who was as good as a watch-dog, was awake by 
this time, and with his window open was looking down at 
the supposed hurglwr, while hii hand felt for some missile 
to hurl at the trespasser's he id With a start Mre. Mark- 
ham awoke, and springing up Iwtened till the voice said 
again, " Mother, mother, it's /, let me in 1 " 

The Japan candle-sticL Andy had secured was dropped 
in a. trice, and adjusting his tcowsers as he descended the 
stairs, he reached the door simultaneously with his mother, 
and pulling Richai-d into the hrfl, asked why he was there, 
and what had happened, Richard did not know for cert^n 
as anything had happened. "Ethie was most probably 
with Mrs. Amsdm. She would be home to-morrow," and 
Andy felt how his brother leaned i^inst him, and hb 
hand pressed upon his shoulder as he went up to the stovo, 
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and crouched dow a before it just as lie had dyue in Camdcu. 
The candle was lighted, and its dim light fell upon that 
strange group gathered there at midnight, and looting into 
each other's faces with a wistftil qnestioning as to what it 
all portended. 

" It is very cold ; make moi-e fii-e," Richard said, shiver- 
ing, aa the aleet came driving against the window ; and in 
an instant ali the morning's kindlings were tlirust into the 
stove, where they roared, and crackled, and hissed, and 
diffused a sense of warmth and comfort through the shadowy 
room. 

" What is it, Eichard ? What makes you so white and 
queer ? " his mother asked, trying to pull on her stockings 
and in her trepidation jamming her toes into the heel, and 
drawing her shoe over the bungle thus made at the bottom 
of her foot. 

" Ethie was not there, and has not been since the night 
I left. She sold her piano, and took the money, and her 
trunk, and her clothes, and ment to visit Mrs. Amsden." 

This was Richard's explanation, which Andy thought a 
mighty funuy reason for his brother's coming at midnight, 
and frightening them so terribly. But his mother saw 
things differently. She knew there was something under- 
lying all this, — something which would require all her skill 
and eneigy to meet, — and har face was dmost as white as 
Richard's as she asked, " Why do you think she has gone 
. to Mrs. Amsdea's? " 

" You told roe so, didn't you ? " and Richard looked up at 
her in a bewUdered, helpless way, which showed that all 
he knew upon the Amsden question was what she had said 
herself^ and that was hardly enough to warrant a conclusion 
of any kind. 
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" Was there any reason why Ethelyn shoaW go away ! " 
ahe asked next, ami Richard's head dropped, and tis eyos 
were cast down in shame, as ho replied — 

"Yes; we — qaar . We differed, I mean, the night 

before I went away, and I kept her from the masquerade. 
I would not let ber go. I locked the door, and now she 
has gone — gone to Mrs. Amsden's." 

He persisted in saying that, as if he would make himself 
helieve it against his better judgment. 

"What is it all about! What does it mean!" Andy 
asked, in great perplexity ; and his mother answered for 
Richard — 

" It means just this, as far as I cau see : Ethelyn has got 
mad at JRichard for keepin' her in, which he orto have 
done long ago, and so, with her awful temper, she has run 

Mrs. Markham had defined it at last,-— had put into words 
the terrible thing which had happened, the disgrace which 
she saw coming upon them ; and with this definition of it she, 
too, defined her own position with regard to Ethelyn, and 
stood bristling all over with anger and resentment, and 
ready to do battle for her son against the entire world. 

" Mother I mother ! " Andy gasped, and his face was 
whiter than Richard's. "It is not true. Ethie never went 
and done that, — never! Didshe,IHcfe! Tell me I Speak! 
Has Ethie run away ! " 

Aiidy was down on one knee now, and looking into 
Richard's face with a look which would almost have 
brought Ethie back could she have seen it. Ajidy had 
faith in her, and Richard clung to him rather than to the 
mother denouncing her so bitterly. 

" I don't know, Andy," he said. " I hope not. I think 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



344 1 

cot. 8Le must Lave goDe to Mrs. Amsdeii's. We will 
wait till moniing and see." 

The sound of voices had aroused both Jatnes and John, 
who, half-dressed, came down to inquire what had hap- 
pened, and why Dick was there at that unseemly hour of 
the night. Jatnes' face was very pale aa he listened, and 
when his mother spoke of the di^race which would come 
npon them all, hia hard fista were clenched for a mo- 
ment, while he thought of Melinda, and wondered if 
with her it would make any difference. Both James and 
John liked Ethelyn, and as the temper aboat which 
their mother talked so much had never been exhibited to 
them, they were inclined to take her part, and cautious 
John suggested that it might not be so bad as his mother 
feared. To be sure he didn't know how hard Dick and 
Ethie might have spatted it, or what had gone before ; bat 
any way his advice would be to wait and see if she was not 
really at Mrs. Amaden's, or somewhere else. Richard let 
them manage it all for him. He was powerless to act, and 
stunned and silent he sat shivering by the stove, which 
they made red-hot with the blocks of wood they put in, 
hoping thus to warm him. There was no more sleep at 
the farm-house that night, though James and John went 
back to bed, and Andy, too, crept up to his lonely room ; 
but not to sleep. His heart was too full for that, and . 
kneeling by his wooden chair, he prayed for Ethie,— that 
she had not run away, but might bo at Mrs. Aiusden's, 
where he was going for her himself the moment the morn- 
ing broke. He had cMmed this privilege, and his mother 
had granted it, knowing that many allowances would be 
made for whatever Andy might say, and feeling that, on 
this account, he would do better than either of his 
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brothers. Eichard, of course, could not go. He scarcely 
had strength to move, and did not look up from his stoop- 
ing postnre by the stove when at day-dawn Andy drew on 
his butternut overcoat, and tying a thick comforter about 
his neck, started for Mrs, Amsden's. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



|Ri^-i^|IC HARD knew she was not there, — at least all the 
M ^vwi Pf'*^^'^'''ti^s "s^ against it ; and still he clung 
1^^^^ to the vague hope that Andy would bring him 
some good news, and his thoughts went after the brother 
whose every breath was a prayer, as he galloped over the 
snowy ground toward Mrs. Amsdon's. They were early 
risers there, and notwithstanding the sun. was just com- 
ing up the eastern sky, the femily were at breakfast, 
when Andy's horse stopped before their gate, and Andy 
himself knocked at their door for admission. Andy's 
faith was great, — so great that, in answer to his petitions, 
he fully expected to see Ethie herself at the table when 
the door was opened, and he caught a view of the occu- 
panta of the diuing-room ; but no Ethie was there, nor had 
been, as they said, in answer to his eager questionings. 

" What made you think she was here ? When did she 
go away ! Was she intending to visit me?" Mrs. Amsden 
aaked. 

But Andy, while praying that Ethie might be there, 
hod also asked that if she were not, "he didn't make a, 
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fool of himself, nor let tLe cat out of the bag;" and ho 
didn't ; he merely replied — - 

" She left home a few days ago. Dick was in St. Louis, 
and it was lonesome stayin' alone. I'll find her, most 
likely, as she is somewhere else." 

Andy was in his saddle now, and his fleet steed flew 
swiftly along toward home, where they waited so anxiously 
for him, Richard tottering to the window so as to read his 
fete in Andy's fece. 

" She is not there. I knew she was not. She has gone 
with that villain." 

Eiehard did not mean to say that last. It dropped from 
lum mechanically, and in an instant his mother seized upon 
it, demanding what he meant, and who was the villain re- 
ferred to. Richard tried to pnt her off, but she would 
know what he meant, and so to her and his three brothers 
he told as little as he could and make any kind of a story, 
and as he talked his heart hardened toward Ethie, who had 
done him this wrong. It seemed a great deal worse when 
put into words, and the whole espressioti of Richard's face 
was changed wlien he had finished speaking, while he was 
conscious of feeling much as he had felt that night when he 
denounced Ethie so terribly to her face. " Had it been a 
man, or half a man, or anybody besides tliat contemptible 
puppy, it would not seem so bad ; but to forsake me for 
him!" Richard said, while the great ridges deepened in 
his forehead, and a hard, black look crept into his eyes, and 
about the corners of bis mouth. He was terrible in hia 
anger, which grew upon him until even his mother stood 
appalled at the expression of his tice. 

" He would do nothing to call her back," he said, when 
James suggested the propriety of trying in a quiet way to 
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ascertain, where slie had gone. " She had chosen her own 
path to ruin, and she might tread it for all of him. He 
would not put forth a hand to save her, and if ahe came 
back, he never could forgive ber." 

Richard was walking up and dowa the room, white with 
rage, as he said this, and Andy, cowering in a corner, was 
looking on and liatening. He did uot speak until Richard 
declared his iucapacity for forgiving Etliie, when he started 
up, audcoufroutiug the angrj- man, siud to him, rebukingly ; 

" Hold there, old Dick ! You have gone a leetle too far. 
If God can forgive you and me all them things we've done, 
which He knows about, and other folks don't, you can, or 
or'to, fot^ve sister Ethie, let ber sin be what it may. 
Etliie waa young, Dick, and child-like, and so pretty, too, 
and I know you aggravated her some, if yon talked to her 
as you feel now ; and then, too, Dick, and mother, and all 
of you, I dou't care who says it, or thinks it, it's a big lie ! 
Ethie never went off with a man, — never ! I know she 
didn't. She wa'n't that Idnd. I'll swear to it in the court 
I won't bear nobody say that about her. I'll fight 'em 
first, even if 'twas my own kin who did it!" And in his 
excitement, Andy b^an to shove back his wrist-bands from 
his strong wrists, as if chailenging some one to the fight he 
had threatened. 

Andy was splendid in his defence of Ethie, and both 
James and John stepped up beside him, showing their ad- 
hesion to the cause he pleaded ao well. Ethie might have 
ran away, hut ahe had surely gone alone, they said, and 
their advice was that Richard should follow her as soon as 
possible. But Richard would not listen to such a proposi- 
tion now, and, quietly aided and abetted by hia mother, ho 
still declared hia intention of " letting her alone." She had 
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chosen her course, he said, and she must abide \>y it. " If 
she has gone with that villain,"— and Eichard ground his 
teeth together, — " she can never come back again to me. If 
she has not gone with him, and chooses to return, I do not 
say the door is shut against her," 

Eichard seemed very determined and unrelenting, and, 
knowing how useless it was to reason with him when in 
ao stern a mood, his brothers gave up the contest, Andy 
thinking within himself how many, many times a day 
he should pray for Etliie that she might come iDack 
again. Richard would not return to Camden that day, 
he said. He could not face hia acquaintance there until 
the first shock was over, and they were a little accus- 
tomed to thinking of the calamity which had fallen upon 
him. So ho remained with his mother, sitting near 
the window which looked out upon the railroad-track 
over which Ethie had gone. What his thoughts were 
none could fathom, save as they were expressed by the 
dark, troubled expression of his face, which showed how 
much he suffered. Perhaps he blamed himself as he went 
over again the incidents of that fatal night when he kept 
Ethelyn from the masquerade ; but if he did, no one was 
the wiser for it, and so the first long day wore on, and the 
night fell ^ain upon the inmates of the ferm-house. The 
darkness was terrible to Bichard, for it shut out iirom hia 
view that strip of road which seemed to him a part of 
Ethie. She had been there last, and possibly looked up at 
the old home, — her first home after her marriage; possi- 
bly, too, she had thought of him. She surely did, if, as 
Andy believed, she was alone in her flight. If not alone, 
he wanted no thought of hers ; and Richard's hands were 
clenched as he moved from the darkening window, and 
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took his seat behind the siove, where he sat the entire 
evening, like some statue of despair, brooding over bis 
ruined hopes. 

The next day brought the Joneses,— Melinda and Tim, — 
the latter of whom had heard from Mrs. Amsden's son of 
Andy's strange errand there. There was something in the 
wind, and Melinda came to learn what it was. Always 
eommunieative to the Jones femily, Mrs. Markham told the 
story without reserve, not even omitting the Van Buren 
part, but asking as a precaution that Melinda would not 
spread a story which would bring disgrace on them. Me- 
linda was shocked, aatonLshed, and confounded, but she did 
not believe in Frank Van Bnren, Ethie never went with 
him, — never. She, like Andy, would swear to that, and she 
said as much to fiichard, taking Ethie's side as strongly as 
she coald, without easting too much blame on him. And 
Bichard felt better, hearing Ethie upheld and spoken for, 
even if it were against himself, Melinda was still his good 
angel, while Ethie, too, had just cause for thanking the kind 
girl who stood by her so bravely, and even made the mother- 
in-law kss harsh in her expressions. 

There was a letter for Bichard that night, from Harry 
CHfFord, who wrote as follows ; — 

" I do not know whether you found your wife at Mrs. 
Amsden's or not ; but I take the liberty of telling you that 
Frank Van Buren has returned, and solemnly affirms that 
if Mrs. Markham was on board the trsun which left here on 
the 17th, he did not know it. Neither did he see her at 
all when in Camden, He called on his way to the depot 
that night, and was told she was out. Excuse my writing 
yon this. If your wife has not come back, it wii! remove 
11* 
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a painful doubt ; and if sbe has, please buni tliis and forget 
it. — Youi-a, H. Cliffobd," 

" Thank Heaven for tliat ! " was Riciiard's exclamation, 
as in the first revulsion of feeling he sprang from his ciiair, 
while every feature of hla face was irradiated with joy. 

" What is it, Dick! Ib Ethie found! I tnew she 
would be. I've prayed for it fifty different times to-day, 
and I had faith that God would hear," Andy said, the 
great tears rolling down his smooth, .round face, as he gave 
vent to his joy. 

But Andy's faith was to he put to a stronger test, and his 
countenance fell a little when Richard explained the nature 
of the letter. Ethie was not found; she was only proved 
innocent of the terrible thing Richari had feaied for 
her, and in being proved innocent, she wis toi a moment 
almost wholly restored to his favor. She would come hviL 
some time. She could not mean to !ea\e him foie^ei 
She was only doing it for a scare, and to punish him for 
what he did that night. He deserved some punishment, 
too, he thought, for he was pretty hard on her ; and as he 
snrelj had been punished in all he had suffered during the 
last forty-eight hours, he would, when she came back, call 
everything even between them, and begin anew. 

This was Richard's reasoning; and that night he slept 
soundly, dreaming that Ethie had returned, and on her knees 
was suing for his forgiveness, while her voice was broken 
with tears and choking sobs. As a man and husband who 
had been deserted, it was his duty to remain impassive a 
few moments, while Ethie atoned fully for her mbdeeds; 
then he would forgive her; and so he waited an instant, 
and while he waited he woke to find only Andy, with 
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whom he was sleeping, kneeling bj the bedside, with the 
wintry moonlight falling on his upturned face, as lie prayed 
for the dear sister Ethie, whose steps had " mewaitdered" 
so far away. 

"Don't let any harm come to her; don't let anybody 
look at her for bad, but keep her, — keep her, — keep her 
in safety, and send ber back to poor old Dick and me, and 
make Dick use bev better than I most know he has, for 
he's got the Markham temper in him, and everybody knows 
what that is." 

This was Andy's prayer, the outpouring of his simple, 
honeat heart, and Richai'd heard it, wincing a little as 
Andv thus made confession for him of his own sins ; but 
he did not pray himself, though lie was glad of Andy's 
prayers, and placed great hopes upon them, God would 
hear Andy, and if be did not send Ethie back at once, he 
would surely keep her from haiin. 

The next day Richard went back to Camden, Melinda 
Jones had suggested that possibly Ethie left a letter, or 
note, which would explain her absence, and Richard caught 
at it eagerly, wondering he had not thought of it before, 
and feeling very impatient to be off, even though he dreaded 
to meet his old friends, and be questioned as to the where- 
abouts of his wife. He did not know that the story of 
his desertion was already there, — Mrs. Amsden baving gone 
to town with her mite, which, added to the sale of the 
piano, Ethie's protracted absence, Eiehard's return to Olney 
at midnight, and Harry Clifford's serious and mysterious 
manner, was enough to set the town in motion. Various 
opinions were expressed, and, what was very strange, ao 
popular were both Richard and Etbelyn that everybody 
disliked hlamirg either, and so but few unkind remarks 
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had as yet bocii made, and those by people who had heon 
jealous or envious ot-Ethelyn'e high position. No one 
knew a whisper of Frank Van Bnren, for Harry tept his 
promiae, and no worse motive was ascribed to Ethie's de- 
sertion than irant of perfect congeniality with her husband. 
Thus they were not foes, bnt friends, who welcomed Bioh- 
ard back to Camden, watching hiiu curiously, and wishing 
so much to ask where Mrs. Markhara was. That she was 
not with him, was certain, for only Andy came, — Andy, who 
held his head so high, and looked round so defiantly, as he 
tept close to Richard's side on the way to the hotel. It 
was very dreary going up the oid, familiar stair-case into 
the quiet hall, and along to the door of the silent room, 
which seemed drearier than on that night when he first 
came back to it, and found Ethie gone. There were ashes 
now upon the stove-hearth where Hal Clifford had kindled 
the fire, and the two chairs they had occupied were stand- 
ing just where they had left them. The gas had not been 
properly turned off, and a dead, sickly odor filled the room, 
making Audy heave as he hastened to open the window, and 
admit the fresh, pure air. 

" Seems as it did the day Daisy died," Andy said, and 
his eyes filled with tears. 

To Richard it was far worse than the day Daisy died, for 
he had then the memory of her last loving words in his ear, 
and the feeling of her clinging kiss upon his lips, while now 
the memories of the lost one were only bitter and sad in the 
extreme. 

" Melinda suggested a letter or something. Where do 
you suppose she would put it if there were one ! " Richard 
asked, in a helpless, appealing way, as he sank int« a chair 
and looked around the room. 
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He bad been very bold and strong in tbe cars and in tbe 
street ; but here, in tbe deserted room, wbere Ethie used 
to be, and where something said she would never be again, 
Le was weak as a girl, and leaned wholly upon Andy, who 
seemed to feel how much was depending upon him, and so 
kept up a cheery aspect while he tindled a fresh fire and 
cleared the ashes from the hearth by blowing them off upon 
the oil-cloth ; then, as the warmth began to make itself felt 
and the cold to diminish, he answered Richard's query. 

" In her dravj, most likely ; mother mostly puts her traps 
there." So, to the " draw " they went, — the very one 
where Daisy's ring was lying ; and Richard saw that first, 
knowing now for sure that Ethclyn had Sed. 

He knew so before, but this made it more certain, — more 
dreadful, too, for it showed a determination never to re- 

"It was Daisy's, you know," te said to Andy, who, at 
his side, was not looking at the ring, but on beyond it, to 
the two letters, Lis own and Richard's, both of which he 
Beized, with a low cry, for he, too, was sure now of Bthie's 
flight. 

" See, Dick, there's one for you and one for me," he ex- 
claimed, and his face grew very red as he tore open his own 
note and began to devour the contents, whispering the 
words, and breaking down entirely amid a storm of sobs 
and tears when he reached the words : 

" Dear Audy — -I wish I could tell you how much I love 
you, and how sorry I am to fall in your good opinion, as I 
surely shall when you bear what has happened. Do not 
hate me, Andy ; and sometimes, when you pray, remember 
Ethie, won't you ? " 
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He could get no ferther than this, and with a great cry 
he bnried his fece in his hands and sobbed, "Yes, Ethie, I 
will, I will; but oh ! what is it! "What made yon go! 
Why did she, Dick ! " and he turned to his brother, who, 
with lightning rapidity, was reading Ethelyn's long letter. 
He did not doubt a word she had written, and when the 
letter was finished he put it in Andy's hand, and then, with 
a bitter groan, laid his throbbing head upon the cushion of 
the lounge where he was sitting. There were no tears in 
his eyes,— nothing but red circles floating before them ; 
while the acliiTig bails seemed starting from their sockets 
with their pressure of pain. He had had his chance with 
Ethie, and lost it ; and though, as yet, he saw but dimly 
where he had been to blame, where he had made a mistake, 
he endured for the time all he was capable of enduring, 
and if revenge had been her object, Ethie had more than 
her desire, 

Andy was stunned for a moment, and sat staring blankly 
at the motionless figure of his brother ; then, as the terrible 
calamity began to impress itself fully upon him, intense pity 
for Eiehard became uppermost in his mind, and stooping 
over the crushed man he laid his arm across his neck, and, 
t«nder as a sorrowing, loving mother, kissed and fondled the 
damp brown hair, and dropped great tears upon it, and 
murmured words of sympathy, incoherent at first, for the 
anguish choking his own utterance, but gradually gathering 
force and sound as his quivering lips kept trying to articu- 
late, " Dick, poor old Dick, dear old Dick, don't keep so 
still and look so white and stony. She'll come back again, 
Ethie will. I fee! it, I see it, I know it. I shall pray for 
her every hour until she comes. Prayer will reach her 
where nothing else can find her. Poor Dick, I am so sorry. 
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Don't, don't look so ; you scare me. Try to cry ; try to 
make a fuss ; try to do anything rather than that dreadfiil 
look. Lay your head on me, so," and lifting up the bowed 
head, which offered no resistance, Andy laid it gently on 
his arm, and smoothing back the hair from the pallid fore- 
head, went on : " Now cry, old hoy, cry with ail your 
might;" and with his hand Andy brnshed away the 
scalding tears which began to fell like rain from Richard's 

"Better so, a great deal better, than that other way. 
Don't hold up till you've had it out," he kept repeating, 
while Richard wept untlJ the fountain was dry and the 
tears refused to Sow. 

" I've been a brute, Andy," he said, when at last he 
could speak, " The fault was all my own. I did not 
understand lier in the least. I ought never to have married 
her. She was not of my make at all." 

Andy would hear nothing derogatory of Eichard any 
more than of Ethelyn, and he answered promptly, "But, 
Dick, Ethie was some to blame. She didn't or'to marry 
you, feelin' as she did. That waa where the wrong begun." 

This was the most and the worst Andy ever said against 
Ethelyn, and he repented of that the moment the words 
were out of his mouth. It was mean to speak ill of the 
absent, especially when the absent one wis Ethie, who had 
written, "In fancy I put my arms around your neck and 
kiss your dear, kind face." Andj deemed himself a mon- 
ster of ingratitude when he recalled thoie hnra, and remem- 
bered that of her who penned them he liad said, " She was 
some to blame," He toot it all back to himself, and tried 
to exonerate Ethie entirely, though it was hard work to do 
so when he saw how broken, and stunned, and crushed his 
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brotlier was, and how littlo he reaHzed what was passing 
around liim. 

" He don't know much more than I do," was Andy'i 
mental comment, when to his question, " What shall we do 
next ? " Richard replied, in a maudlin kind of way, " Yes, 
that's a very proper course. I leave it entu-ely to you." 

Andy felt that a great deal was depending upon himself, 
and he tried to meet the emergency. Seeing how Kichard 
continned to shiver, and how cold he was, he persuaded 
him to lie down upon the hed, and piling the blankets upon 
him, made such a fire as he said to himself " would roast a 
common ox;" then, when Hal Clifford came to the door 
and knocked, he kept him out, with the word that " Dick 
liad been broke of his rest, and was tryin' to make it 
up." 

Eut this state of things could not last long. Richard 
was growing ill, and talking so strangely withal, that Andy 
began to feel the necessity of having somebody there beside 
himself; "some of the wimmen folks, who knpw what to 
do, for I'm no better than a settin' hen," he said. 

Very naturally his thoughts turned to his mother as the 
proper person to come, " though Melinda Jones was the 
properest of the two. There was snap to her, and she 
would not go to pitchin' in to Ethie." 

Accordingly, the next mail carried to Melinda Jones a 
note from Andy, which was aa follows : 

" Miaa Melinda Johes : Dear Madam — We found the 
letters Ethie writ, one to me and one to Dick, and Dick's 
was too much for him. He lies like a punk of wood, makin' 
a moanin' noise, and talkin' such queer things, that I guess 
you or somebodv or'to come and see to him. I send to 
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you because there's no noiiseiiae about you, and you ace 
ma^e of tlie right kiud of stuff. 

" Youi's to command, 

" Andeuson Markham, Esq." 

This note Meliitda carried straight to Mi's. Markham, and 
as the result, four houra later both the mother and Melinda 
were on the road to Camden, where Melinda's services were 
needed to stem the tide of wonder and gossip which had 
set in when it began to be known that Ethelyn was really 
gone, and Richard was lying sick in his room, tended only 
by Andy, who would admit no one, not even the doctor, 
when, ui^d by Harry Clifford, he came to offer his ser- 

" He wasn't goin' to let in a lot of curis critters to hear 
what Dick was talkin','' he said to his mother and Melinda, 
his haggard face showing how much he had endured in 
keeping them at bay, and answering through the keyhole 
their numerous inquiries. 

Bichard did not have a fever, as was feared at first ; but 
for many days he kept his bod, and during that time bis 
mother and Melinda stayed by him, nursing him most as- 
siduously, but never once speaking to each other of Ethelyn. 
Both had read her letter, for Mrs. Marfehani never thought 
of withholding it from Melinda, who, knowing that she 
ought not to have seen it, wisely resolved to keep to her- 
self the knowledge of ita contents. So, when she was asked, 
as she was repeatedly, "Why Mrs. Macfeham had gone 
away," she answered evasively, or not at all, and finding 
that nothing could be obtained from her, the people at last 
left her in quiet and turned to their own resources, which 
furnished various reasons for the desertion, They knew it 
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was a desertion now, and hearing iiow sick and broken 
Richard was, popular opinion was in Lis favor mostly, 
thongfi many a kind and wistful tlioiiglit went after tbe 
fair young wife, who had been a belle in their midst, and 
a general favorite too. Where was she noir, and what was 
she doing, while the winter crept on into spi'irig, and the 
Mareh winds blew raw and chill against the windows of the 
chamber where Richard battled with the sickness which ho 
finally overcame, so that by the third week of Ethie's ab- 
sence Le was up again and able to go in quest of her, if so 
bo she might be found and won to the love she never had 
returned. 



CHAPTER XSV. 

IH CHICOPEE. 

I ggg^" ! HEY were having a late dinner at Annt Barbara's, 
^^B^^ a four o'clock dinner of roast fowls with onions 
|b^»^j| and tomatoes, and the little round table wa^nicely 
arranged with the silver and china and damask for two, 
while ill the grate the fire was blazing brightly, and on the 
hearth the tabby cat was purring out her appreciation of 
the comfort and good cheer. But Aunt Barbara's heart 
was far too sorry and sad to care for her surroundings, or 
think how pleasant and cozy that little dining-room looked 
to one who did not know of the grim skeleton which had 
walked in there that very day along with Mrs. Dr. Van 
Buren, from Boston. That lady had come up on the morn- 
ing ti'ain, and iu her rustling bhick silk with velvet trim- 
mings, and her lace barb hanging from her head, she sat 
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before the fire with a look of depp dejection and thonght- 
fulaesa upon her face, as if she too recked little of the crea- 
ture comforts around her. Aunt Barbara had known noth- 
ing of her coming, and waa taken by surprise when the vil- 
lage hack stopped at her door, and sister Sophie's sable ftirs 
and beaver cloak alighted from it. That something was the 
matter she suspected from ker sister's face the moment 
that lady removed her veil and gave the usual dignified kiss 
of greetiDg. Things had gone wrong again with Frank and 
Nettie, most likely, she thonght, for she was not ignorant 
of the misunderstandings and misery arising from that un- 
fortunate marriage, and she Lad about made up her mind 
to tell her sister just where the fault lay. She would not 
spare Frank any longer, but give him hjs just deserts. She 
never dreamed that the trouble this time concerned Ethie, 
her own darling, the child whom she had loved so well, 
and pitied, and thonght of so much since the time she left 
her in her prairie home. She had not heard from her for 
some time, but, in the last letter received, Ethie had written 
in a very cheerful strain, and told how gay and pleasant it 
was in Camden that winter. Surely nothing had befallen 
her; and the good woman stood aghast when Mrs. Dr. Van 
Buren abruptly Mked if Ethelyn was there or had been 
there lately, or heard from either. What did it portend? 
Had any harm come upon Ethie ? And a shadow broke 
the placid surfiice of the aweet old face as Aunt Barbara 
put these questions, first to hei-self,. and then to Mrs. Van 
Buren, who rapidly explained that Ethelyn had left her 
husband, atid gone, no one knew whither. 

" I hoped she might be here, and came up to see," Mrs, 
Van Buren concluded ; while Aunt Barbara steadied her- 
self against the great book-case in the comer, and wondered 
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if sJie were going out of her 1 1 she heard 

aright, and was it her sister V B tt g there be- 

fore her, and saying such dreadt 1 th u^ 

She could not tell if it wer al u 1 1 P 1 by sprang, 
ivith a purring, caressing sourd uf n h h ulder, and 
rubbed her soft sides against h p Tl at made it real, 
aad brought the color back to L fa b t b ught, also, a 
look of horror into the blue ey wh h og] t Mrs, Van 
Buron's with an eager, and yet terribly a ous glance. 
Mrs, Dr. Van Biiren understood the loot. Its semblance 
had been on her own fece for an instant when she first 
heard the news, and now she hastened to dispossess her 
sister's mind of any such suspicion. 

" No, Barbara ; Frank did not go with her, or even see 
her when in Camden, He is not quite so bad as that, I 

The mother nature was in the ascendant, and for a mo- 
ment resented the suspicion against hoT son, even though 
that suspicion had been in her own mind when Frank 
returned from Camden with the news of Ethie's flight. 
That he had had something to do with it was her iirst fear 
until convinced to the contrary ; and now she blamed 
Aunt Barbara for harboring the same thought. As soon 
as possible she told all she had heard from Fi'ank, and 
tlien went on with her invectives against the Markhams 
generally, and Eichard in particulai', and her endless sur- 
mises as to where Ethelyn liad i^one, and what was the 
final cause of her going. 

For a time Aunt Barbara turned a deaf ear to what she 
was saying, thinking only of Ethie, gone ; Ethie, driven 
to such strait, that she must cither run away or die ; Ethie, 
the little brown-eyed, rosy-cheeked, wilful, imperious girl, 
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wboni she liad loved so muoli for the very wilfn] iaiperi- 
ousness which always went hand in hand with such pretty 
fits of penitence, and sorrow, and remorse for the misdeed, 
that not to lore her was impossihle. Where was she now, 
and why had she not come at once to the dear old homo 
where she would have been made so welcome antil such 
time as matters could be adjusted on a more amicable 
basis ! For Aunt Barbara, though inly taking Ethie's 
side altogether, had no thought that the separation would 
be final. She had chosen a life of celibacy because she 
preferred it, and had found it a very smooth and pleasant 
one, especially after Ethie came and brought the sunshine 
of joyous childhood to her quiet home ; but " those whom 
Grod had joined together " were bound to continue so, she 
firmly believed ; and had Ethie come to her with her tale 
of sorrow, sho would have listened Itindly to it, poured in 
the balm of sympathy and love, and then, if possible, 
restored her to her husband. Of all this she thought 
during the few minutes Mrs. Dr. Van Buren talked, and 
she sat passive in her chair, where she had dropped, with 
her dumpy little hands lying so helplessly in her lap, and 
her cap all awry, as Tabby had made it when purring and 
rubbing against it 

"Then, you have not seen her, or heard a word?" Mrs. 
Van Burcn asked ; and in a kind of uncertain way, as if she 
wondered what they were talking about, Aunt Barbara re- 
plied — 

" No, I have not seen her, and I don't tnow, I am sure, 
what made the child go off without letting us know." 

"She was driven to it by the pack of heathens around 
her," -Mrs. Dr. Van Buren retorted, feeling a good deal guilty 
herself, for having been instrumental In brin^g about this 
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unhappy matcli, and in proportion as slic felt guilty, seizing 
■with avidity any other offered cause for Ethie's wretchedness. 
" I've heard more about them than yoa told me," she went 
on to say. " There was Mrs. Ellis, whose eousin lives in 
Olney, — she says the mother is the most peculiar and old- 
fashioned woman imaginable ; actually wears hko yam 
stockings, footed with hiack, makes her own candles, and 
sleeps in the kitchen." 

With regard to the candles Aunt Barbara did not know ; 
the sleeping in the kitchen she denied, and the footed stock- 
ing she admitted ; saying, however, those she saw were 
black, rather than blue. Black or blue, it was all the same 
to Mrs. Dr. Van Buren, whose feet seldom came in contact 
with anything heavier than silk or the softest of lamb's 
wool ; and, had there been wanting other evidence of 
Mrs. Markham's vulgarity, the stocking question would 
have settled the matter with her, 

'' Poor Ethie ! " she sighed, as she drew her seat to the 
fire, and asked what they ought to do. 

Aunt Barbara did not know. She was too much be- 
wildered to think of anything just then, and after ordering 
the four o'clock dinner, which, she knew, would suit her 
sbter's habits better than an earlier one, she, too, sat 
qtiietly down by the fire, with her knitting lying idly in 
her lap, and her eyes looking dreamily through the frosty 
panes off upon the snowy hills where Ethelyn used to 
play. Occasionally, in reply to some question of her sister's, 
she would tell what she herself saw in that prairie-home, 
and then look up amazed at the exasperating effect it 
seemed to have upon Mrs. Van Buren. That lady was 
terribly incensed against the whole Markham race, for 
through them she had been touched on a tender point. 
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Ethie's desertion of lier husband would not be wholly ex- 
cused by the world ; there waa odium attaching to such 
a step, however great the provocation, and the di^ace 
waa what Mra. Van Buren would feel most keenly. That 
a Bigelow should do so was very humiliating; and, by 
way of fortifying herself with reasons for the step, she slan- 
dered and abused the Markhama until they would hardly 
have recognized the remotest relationship between theui- 
aelves and the " terrible creatnrea " whom the great laiiy 
from Boston dissected so mercilessly that afternoon in 



It was nearly four o'clock now, and the dinner was almost 
ready. Aunt Barbara had dioppod her knitting upon the 
floor, where the ball was at once claimed as the lawful prey 
of Tabby, who rolled, and kicked, and tangled the yam in 
a perfect abandon of feline di,light Mrs, \ an Buren hav- 
ing exhausted herself, if not hei topii, sat ro^'king quietly, 
and occasionally giving little snifEi ot inquiry as to whether 
the tomatoes wore really burned or not. If they were, 
there were still the sih-er-skinned onions left ; and, as Mrs. 
Tan Buren was one who thought a great deal of what she 
ate, she was anticipating her dinner with a keen relish, 
and wishing Barbara and Betty would hurry, when a bu^y 
stopped before the door, and, with a start of disagreeable 
surprise, she saw Richard Marlhjm coming through the 
gate, and up the walk to the front door lie was looking 
very pale and worn, for to the effects ol his recent ilhiess 
were added traces of his rapid, fatiguing journey, and he 
almost sta^ered as he came mto the room It was not in 
tind Aunt Barbara's nature to teal resentment toward him 
then, and she went to him at ouce as she would have gone 
to Ethie, and, taking his hand in hers, said, softly — 
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" My poor boj ! We have heard of your trouble. Have 
vou found her yet ? Do you. know where she is ! " 

There was a look of anguish and disappointment in Rich- 
ard's eyes as he replied — 

" I IJhought — I hoped I might find her here." 

" And that is the reason of your waiting so long before 
coming ? " Mrs. Dr, Van Buren put in, sharply. 

It was three weeks now since Ethie's flight, and her hus- 
band had shown himself in no hurry to seek her, she reap 
soned ; but Richard's reply, " I was away a week before I 
knew it, and I have been very sick since then," mollified 
her somewhat, though she sat back in her chair very stiff 
and very straight, eyeing him askance, and longing to 
pounce upon him and tell him what she thought. First, 
however, she must have her dinner. The tea would be 
spoiled if they waited longer; and when Aunt Barbara be- 
gan to question Richard, she suggested that they wait till 
after dinner, when they would all be fresher and stronger. 
So dinner wa.'i brougM in, and Richard, as he toot his seat 
at the nlcely-hiid table, where everj'thing was served with 
so mucb care, did think of the difference between Ethie's 
early surroundings and those to which he had introduced 
her when he took her to his mother's house. He was be- 
ginning to think of these things now ; Ethie's letter had 
opened his eyes somewhat, and Mrs. Dr. Van Buren would 
open them more before she let him go. She was greatly 
refreshed with her dinner. The tomatoes had not boon 
burned ; the fowls were roasted to a most delicate brown ; 
the cnrrant jelly was of just the right consistency ; the 
pickled peaches were delicious, and the tea could not have 
been better. Ou the whole, Mrs. Van Buren was satisfied, 
and able to cope with a dozen men as crushed, and sore, 
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is Ricliard seemed. She Lad reEumeJ. her 
seat by the fire, sitting where she conid look the culprit di- 
rectly in the face ; while good Annt Barbara occupied the 
middle position, and, with her fat, soft haada shaking terri- 
bly, tried to pick up the stitches Tabby had pulled out. 
Tabby, too, had had her chicken wing out in the wood-shed, 
and, knowing nothing of Ethio's grievances, had mounted 
into Richard's lap, where she lay, slowly blinking and occa- 
sionally purring a little, as Richard now and then passed his 
hand over her soft fur. 

" Ifow tel! us; Why did Ethelyn go away! — that is, 
what reason did she give ! " 

It was Mrs. Dr. Van Buren who asked this question, her 
voice betokening that nothing which Richard could offer 
as an excuse would be received. They must have Ethie's 
reason or none. Richard would far rather Mrs. Dr. Van 
Bnren had been in Boston, than there in Chicopee, staring 
80 coolly at him ; but as her being there was something he 
could not help, he accepted it as a part of the train of 
calamities closing so last about him, and answered. 



" It was no one thing which made her go, but the cul- 
mination of many. There was a mistake on my part. I 
thought her guilty when she was not, and charged her with 
it in a passion, saying things I would give much to recall. 
This was one night, and she went the next, before her 
temper had time to cool. You know she was a little hasty 
herself at times." 

" Perhaps so, though her temper never troubled me any. 
On the whole, I think her about as amiable and mild in dis- 
position as people generally are," Mrs. Van Earen replied, 
foigetting, or choosing to forget, the many occasions on 
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which even she had shnitit from the fire which blazed in 
Ethie's eyes when that youDg ]ady was roused. 

Eiit Aunt Barbara had either more conscience or a better 
memory, and in a manner half-apologetic for her interfe- 
rence, she eaid: " Yes, Sophie, Richard is right. Ethiehad 
a temper, — at least she was very decided. Don't you re- 
member when she broke the cnt^lasa fruit-dish, because 
she could not Lave any more pineapple ?" 

^^ Barbara /" Mrs. Dr. Van Eurcn exclaimed, her voice 
indicating her surprise that her sister should so fer forget 
herself as to reveal any seereta, of the family, and especially 
any which could bo brought to bear upon Ethelyn. 

Aunt Barbara felt the implied rebute, and while her 
sweet old face crimsoned with mortification she said, 
" Truth is truth, Sophie. Ethie is as dear to me as to yon, 
but she was high-tempered, and did break the big fruit 
bowl, and then denied herself sweetmeats of all kinds, and 
went without sugar in her coffee and butter on her bread 
imtil she had saved enough to buy another in its place. 
Ethie was generous and noble after it was all over, if she 
was a little hot at times. That's what I was going to say 
when you stopped me so sudden." 

Aunt Barbai'a looked a little aggiioved at being caught 
up so quickly by her sister, who continaed : " She was a 
£iffelow, and everybody knows what Innd of blood that is. 
She wfB too sensitive, and had too nice a perception of 

what was proper, to be thrown among " heathen, she 

was going to add, but something in Aunt Barbara's blue 
eyes kept her in check, and so she abruptly turned to 
Richard and asked, "Did she leave no message, no reason 
why she went?" 

Richard couid have boasted his Marhham blood had he 
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cliosen, and the white hoats to which that was capable of 
being roused ; but he was too utterly broken to feel more 
than a passing flash of reseatment for aDytbing which had 
yet been said, and after a moment's thought, during which 
he was considering the propriety of showing Mrs. Van 
Bnren what Ethie had written of Frank, he held the letter 
to her, saying, " She left this. Bead it if you like. It's a 
part of my pmiishment, I suppose, that her friends should 
know all." 

"With a stately bow Mrs. Van Bnren took the letter and 
hastily read it through, her lip qnivering a little and her 
eyehds gi'owing moist as Ethie described the dreariness of 
that dreadful day when " Annt Van Buren came up from 
Boston and broke her heart." And as she read how much 
poor Ethie lad loved Frank, the cold, proud woman would 
have given all she had if the past could have been undone 
and Ethio restored to her just as she was that summer 
night years ago, when she came from the huckleberry hills 
and stood beneath the maples. With a strange obtuseness 
peculiar to some people who have seen their dearest plans 
come to naught, she failed to ascribe tlie trouble to herself, 
bat cLai^ed it all to Richard. He was tbe one in lault; 
and by tie time the letter was finished the Bigelow blood 
was at a boiling pitch, and for a polished lady, Mrs. Dr. Van 
Buren, of Boston, raised her voice pretty high as she asked, 
" Did you presume, sir, to think that my son, — mine, — a 
married man, — would make an appointment with Ethie, a 
married woman? You must have a strange misconception 
of the manner in which he was brought up I But it is alt 
of a piece with the rest of your abominable treatment of 
Ethelyn. I wonder the poor girl stayed with you as long 
as she did. Think of it, Barbara ! Accused her of going 
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to meet Frank by appointment, and then locked her up to 
keep her at home, and she a Bigelow ! " 

This was the first inkling Aunt Barbara had had of what 
was in the letter. She was, however, certain that Frank 
was in some way involved in the matter, and anxious to 
know the worst, she said, beseechingly — 

" Tell me something, do, I can't read it, for my eyes 
are dim-like to-night." 

They were full of unshed tears, — the kind old eyes, which 
did not grow one whit sterner or colder as Mrs. Van 
Euren explained, to some extent, what was in the letter; 
reading a little, telling a little, and skipping a little, where 
Frank was specially eoneemed, until Aunt Barbara had a 
pretty correct idea of the whole. Matters had been worse 
than she snpposed, — Ethie more unhappy, and knowing 
her as she did, she was not aui'priaed that at the last she 
ran away ; but she did not say so, — she merely sat grieved 
and helpless, while her sister took up the cudgels in Ethe- 
lyn's defence, and, attacking Eichatd at eveiy point, left 
him no quarter at alL She di'd not pretend that Ethie 
was feultleas or perfect, she said, but surely, if mortal ever 
had just provocation for leaving her hnsband, she had, 

" Her marriage was a great mistake," she said ; " and I 
mitst say, Mr. Markham, that you did veiy wrong to take 
her where you did without a word of preparatjon. Yon 
ought to have told her wbat she was to expect; then, if 
a! e ch so t go, very well But neither she nor I had any 
lea f the reality ; and the change must have been terrible 
to her Ft my part, I can conceive of nothing worse 
t! au to be obliged to live with people whom even sist«r 
Barbara (.ailed ' Hottentots,' when she came home from 
Ion I. 
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" Not Jfotientots," mildly interposed Aunt Barbara. 
" fkiliiUnes was wliat I called them, Sophie ; and in doing 
so, I did not mean all of them, jou laiow." 

" Well, Philistines, then, if that's a better word than 
Hottentots, which I donbt," Mrs, Van Buren retorted 
sharply. 

Aunt Barbara's evident wish to smooth matters irritated 
her to say more than she might otherwise have done, and 
she went on : 

" I know you made exceptions, hut if my memory serves 
me rigiit, your opinion of EtMe's mothe^in-law was not 
very complimentary to that lady, A man has no business 
to take his wife to live with his mother when he knows 
how different they arc." 

" But I did not know," Kichard said ; " that is, I had 
never thought much of the things which tried" Ethie. 
Mother was always a good mother to me, and 1 did not 
suppose she was so very different from other women." 

" You certainly must be very obtuse, then," Mrs. Van 
Buren replied ; " for, if all accounts which I hoar are true, 
your mother is not the person to make a daughter-in-law 
happy. Neither, it seems, did you do what you conld to 
please her. Yon annoyed her terribly with your manners. 
You made but little effort to improve, thinking, no doubt, 
that it was aU nonsense and foolishness ; that it was just as 
well to wear your hat in church, and sit with your boots 
on top of the stove, ^& any other way." 

" I never wore my hat m church ! " Richard esclairaed, 
with more warmth th-m he had before evinced. 

" I don't suppose you did do that particular thmg, but you 
were guilty of other low-bred habits which grated just ab 
harshly as that. You thought because yon were a judffe 
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and ati M. C, and tad tlie reputation of possossing hraim, 
that it did not matter how you demeaned yourself; and 
thero you were mistaken. The manners of a gentleman 
would sit ten times more gracefully upon you because you 
!tad brains. No one likes a boor, and no man of your 
ability has any business to be a clown. Even if you were 
not taugbt it at home, you could learn from observation, 
and it was your duty to do so. Instead of that, yoa took 
it for granted you were right because no one bad ever sug- 
gested that you were wrong, while your mother bad pett«d 
you to death. I have not the honor of her acquaintance, 
but I must say I consider her a very remarkable person, 
even for a "Western woman," 

"My mother was bom East," Richard suggested, and 
Mrs. Van Buren continued-— 

" Certainly ; but tbat does not help the matter. It 
rather makes it worse, for of all disagreeable people, a 
Western Yankee is, I tbink, the most disagreeable. Such 
an one never improves, but adheres strictly to the customs 
of their native place, no matter how many years have 
passed since they lived there, or how great the march of 
improvement may have been. In these days of railroads 
and telegraphs there is no reason why your mother should 
not be up to the times. Her neighbors are, it seetfls, and 
I have met quite as cultivated people from beyond the 
Eocky Mountains as I have ever seen in Boston." 

This was a great admission for Mrs. Van Buren, who 
verily believed there was nothing worth her consideration 
out of Boston, unless it were a few families in the imme- 
diate vicinity of Fifth Avenue and Madison Square. She 
was bent upon making Richard uncomfortable, and could 
at the moment think of no better way of doing it than eon- 
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trasting Ijls mother's " ways " with those of hei' neighbors. 
Occasionally Aunt Barbara pat her feeble oar into the surg- 
ing tide, hoping to check, even if she could not snbdue the 
angry waters; but she might as well have kept silent, save 
that Richard understood and appreciated her efforts to 
spare him aa much as possible. Mrs. Yan Bnren was not 
to be stopped, and at last, when sho had pretty fullj' set be- 
fore Richard his own and his mother's delinquencies, she 
turned fiercely on her sister, demanding if she had not said 
"so and so" with regard to Ethie's home in the West. 
Thtis straitened, Aunt Barbara replied — 

" Things did strike me a little odd at Ethie's, and I don't 
well see how she could be very happy there. Mrs. Mark- 
ham is queer, — the queerest woman, if I must say it, that I 
ever saw, though I guess there's a good many lite her up 
in Vermont, where she was raised, and if the truth was 
known, right here In Chicopee, too ; and I wouldn't won- 
der if there were some queer ones in Boston. The plaes 
don't make the difierence ; it's the way the folks act." 

This she said in defence of the West generally. There 
were quite as nice people there as anywhere, and she be- 
lieved Mrs. Markham meant to be kind to Ethie ; surely 
Richard did, only he did not understand her. It was very 
wi'ong to lock her up, and then it was wrong in Ethie to 
marry him, feeling as she did. " It was all wrong every 
way, but the heaviest punishment for the wrong had fallen 
on poor Ethie, gone, nobody knew where." 

It was not in nature for Aunt Barbara to say so much 
without crying, and her tears wero dropping feat into her 
motherly lap, where Tabby was now lying. Mrs. Van 
Buren was greatly irritated that her sister did not render 
her more assistance, and as a faiim'e in that quarter called 
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for greater exertions on her own part, she retamed again to 
the charge, and wound up with sweeping denunciations 
against the whole Markliam family. 

" The idea of taking a young gu-I there, and trying to 
bend her to your ways of thiiiking,~to debar her from all 
the refinements to whict she had been accustomed, and 
give her for associates an ignorant mother-in-law and a half- 
witted brother." 

Richard had borne a great deal from Mrs. Van Buren, 
and borne it patiently, too, as something which he deserved, 
lie had seen himself torn to atoms, until he would never 
have recognized any one of the dissected members as parts 
of the Honorable Judge he once thought himself to be, 
lie had heard hia mother and her " ways " denounced as 
utterly repugnant to any person of decency, while James 
and John, undei the head of " other vulgar appendages to 
the husband," had bad a share in the general afting down, 
and through it al! he had kept quiet, with only an occasional 
demur or explanation ; but when it came to Andy, the 
great, honest, true-hearted Andy, he could bear it no longer, 
and Eigelow blood succumbed to the fiery gleam in Richard's 
eyes as he started to his feet, exclaiming — 

" Mrs. Van Buren, you must stop, for were you a hundred 
times a woman, I would not list«n to one word of abuse 
against my brother Andy. So long as it was myself and 
mother, I did not mind ; but every hair of Andy's head is 
sacred to us, who know him, and I would take Lis part 
against the world, were it only for the sake of Ethie, who 
loved him so much, and whom he idolized. He would die 
for Ethie this very night, if need be, — ay, die for you, too, 
perhaps, if you were suffering, and his life could bring re- 
lief. You don't know Andy, or you would know why we 
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hold him quite aa dear aa we do tho memory of our dar- 
ling Daisy ; and when jou taunt me witli my half-witted 
brother, you hurt me aa much as you would to tear my 
dead sister from her grave, and expose her dear face to the 
gaze of brutal men. No, Mrs. Van Euren, say what you 
like of me, but never again sneer at my brother Andy," 

Richard paused, panting for breath, while Mrs. Van 
Buven looked at him with entirely new sensations from 
what she had before experienced. There was some deli- 
cacy of feeling in Lb nature, after all, — something which 
recoiled from her unwomanly attack upon his weak-minded 
brother, — and she respected him at that moment, if she 
had never done so before. Something like shame, too, she 
felt for her cruel taunt, which had both roused and wounded 
him, and she would gladly have recalled ali she had said of 
Andy, if she could, for she remembered now what Aunt Bar- 
bara had told her of his kindness, and the strong attachment 
there was between the simple man and Ethie. Mrs. Van 
Baren could be generous if she tried ; and as this seemed 
a time for the trial, she did attempt to apologize, saying 
her zeal for Ethie had carried her too far ; that she hoped 
Richard would excuse what she had said of Andy, — she 
bad no intention of wounding him on that point. 

And Eichard accepted the apology, hut his face did not 
again assume the cowed, broken expression it had worn at 
first. There was a compression about the mouth, a firm 
shutting togetker of the teeth, and a dark look in the 
bloodshot eyes, which warned Mrs. Van Burcn not to re- 
peat much of what she had said. It would not now be 
received as it was at first. Eichard would do muck to 
brmg Ethie back, — he would submit to any humiliation, 
and bear anything for himself, bat he would never again 
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listen quietly while hia motlier and family were alnised, 
Mrs. Vao Bureii felt this intuitively ; and knowing that 
what she had said had made an impression, and would 
after a time be acted upon, perhaps, she changed her tac- 
tics, and became quite as conciliatory as Aunt Barbara 
herself, talking and consulting with Richard as to tho best 
course to be pursued with regard to finding Ethie, aud suc- 
ceeding, in part, in removing from his face the expression 
it had put on when Andy was the subject of her male- 
dictions. 

Richard had a great dread of meeting his uncle in his 
present trouble, and he was not quite sure whether he should 
go there or not. At least, he should not to-night ; and 
when the clock struck eleven, he arose to retire. 

"The room at the head of the stairs. I had a. fire made 
for you in there," Aunt Barbara said, as she banded him 
the lamp. 

Richard hesitated a moment, and then asked, " Does any 
one occupy Ethie's old room ! Seems to me I would rather 
go there. It would bring her nearer to mo." 

So to Ethie's old room he went, Aunt Barhara lamenting 
that he would find it so cold and comfortless, but feeling an 
increased kindliness toward him for this proof of love to her 
darling. 

" There's a great deal of good about that man, after all," 
she said to her sister, when, after he was gone to his room, 
they sat together aremid their hearth and talked the mat- 
ter over afresh ; and then, as she took off and carefully 
smoothed her little round puffs of false hair, and adjusted 
her nighf-cap in its place, she said, timidly, *' You were 
rather hard on him, Sophie, at times." 

It needed but this for Mrs. Van Buren to explode again 
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and cliai^ Tier sister with saying too little rather than too 
much. " One would think you hlamed Ethie entirely, or 
at least that you were indifferent to her happiness," she 
said, veaiovlng her lace harh, and unfastening the heavy 
switch hound about her head. " I was surprised at jou, 
Barbara, I must say. After all your pretended affection 
for Ethelyn, I did expect you would be willing to do aa 
much as to speak for her, at least." 

Thia was too much for poor Aunt Barbara, and without 
any attempt at justification, except that her sister in her 
attack upon Kieliard had left her nothing to say, she cried 
quietly and sorrowfully, aa she folded up her white apron 
and made other necessary preparations for the night. That 
she should be accused of not caring for Ethie, of not speak- 
ing for her, wounded her in a tender point; and long after 
Mrs. Van Bnren had gone to the front chamber, where sho 
always slept, Auut Barbara was on her tneea by the rock- 
ing-chair, praying earnestly for Ethie, and then still tneel- 
ing there, with her face oti the cushion, sobbing softly, 
" God knows how much I love her. There's nothing of 
personal comfort I would not sacrifice to bring her back ; 
but when a man was feeling as bad as he could, what was 
the use of making him feel worse ! " 
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^g^^HE pint and white blossoms of the apple trees by 
^M ^1 '^"^ pump ill Aunt Barbara's back yard were drop- 
l^'P'l'l ping tlieir snowy petals upon the clean, bright 
grass, and tlie frogs in tlio meadows were croaking their 
sad music, when Kichard Markham eameagturitoCMcopee, 
He liad started for home the morning after his memorable 
interview with Mrs. Dr. Van Buren, and to Aunt Barbara 
had feUen the task of telling ier troubles to the Colonel's 
■family, asking that the afiair bo kept aa qriiet as possible, 
inasmuch as Ethie might soon be found, and matters be- 
tween her and Eichard be made right Every day, after the 
mail came from the West, the Colonel rang at Aunt Bar- 
bara's door and asked solemnly " if there was any news," — 
good news he meant, — and Aunt Barbara always shook her 
head, while her iace grew thinner, and her roand, straight 
figure began to get a stoop and a look of greater age than 
the femily bible would warrant. 

Ethelyn had not been heard from, and Eichard could find 
no trace of her whatever. She had effectually covered her 
tracks, so that not even a clue to her whereabonts was 
found. N'o one had seen her, or any person lite her, and 
the suspense and anxiety were becoming terrible, when 
there came to Andy a letter in the dear, familiai' handwri- 
ting. A few lines only, and tliey read : 

" Nsvr YoBJr, May — , 
" Mr Dahlifg Abut : — 1 know you have not forgotteu 
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me, and I am superstitious enougli to fancy that you are 
with me in spirit constantly. I do not know why I am 
writing this to yon, but something impels me to do it, and 
tell you that I am welL I cannot say happy yet, for the 
sundering of everj' earthly relation made too deep a wound 
for me not to feel the pain for months and may be years. 
I have employment, though, — constant employment, — and 
that helps me to bear, and keeps me from dwelling too much 
upon the past. 

"Andy, I want you to tell Eichard that, in thinking over 
my maiTied life, I see many places where I did very wrong, 
and tried him terribly. I am sorry for that, and hope he 
will forgive mo. I wish I had never crossed his path, and 
left so dark a shadow on his life. 

" Tell your mother that I know now I did not try to 
make her like me. Perhaps I could not if I had ; hut I 
might at least have tried. I am sorry I troubled her so 

" Tell Meliiida Jones, and James and John, that I remem- 
ber all their kindnesses, and thank them so lauch. And 
Eunice, too. She was good to me always. And, oh ! 
Andy, please get word somehow to dear Aunt Barbara that 
her lost Ethie is well, and so sorry to give her pain, as I 
know I do. I would write to her myself but I am, afraid 
she blames me for going away and bringing a kind of dis- 
grace upon her and Aunt Van Buren. I cannot yet say I 
am sorry for the step I took, and until I am sorry I cannot 
write to Aunt Barbara. But you must tell her for nie how 
much I love her, and how every night of my life I dream 
I am back in the dear old home under the maples, and see 
upon the hills the swelling buds and leaves of spring. Tell 
bar not to forget me, and to be sure that, wherever I am or 
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whatever may tefail me, ahe will be remembered as the 
dearest, most precious memory of my life. Next to lier, 
Andy, you come ; my darling Andy, who was always so 
Mnd to me when my teart was acliing so hard, 
" Good-hy, Andy, good-hy," 

This was the letter whicli Andy read with streaming 
eyes, while around him, on tiptoe, looking over his and 
each other's shoulders, stood the entire family, all anxious 
and eager to know what the runaway had writteo. It was 
a very conciliatory letter, and it left a sadly pleasant impres- 
sion on those who read it^ making even the mother wipe 
her eyes with tho comer of Ler apron as she washed her 
supper diabes in the sink and whispered to herself, " She 
didn't trouble me so very much more than I did her. I 
might have done different, too." 

Richard made no comment, but, like Andy, he conned 
that letter over and over until lie knew it by heart, espe- 
cially the part referring to himself. She had cast a sBadow 
upon his life, but she was very dear to him for all of that, and 
ho would gladly have taken back the substance, had tliat 
been possible. This letter Richard carried to Aunt Barbara, 
whom hfi found sitting u( her pleasant porch, with the May 
moonlight falling upon her face, and her eyes wearing the 
look of one wlio is constantly expecting something which, 
never comes. And Aunt Barbara vias expecting Ethie, 
It could not be tiiat a young girl like her would stay Jiway 
for long. She might return at any Ume, and every morn- 
ing the good woman said to herself " She will be here to- 
day ; " every night, " She will come home to-morrow." 
The letter, however, did not warrant such a conclusion. 
There was no talk of coming back, but the postmark, " New 
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Torli," told where she was, and that was something gained. 
They eonld snreiy find her now, Aunt Barbara sidd, and 
she and Richard talked long together about what lie was 
going to do, for he was on his way then to the great city. 

" Bring her at once to me. It is my privilege to have 
her first," Aunt Barbara said, next morning, as she bade 
Bichard good-by, and then began to watch and w^t for 
tidings which never came. 

Richard could not find Ethelyn, or any trace of her, and 
after a protracted search of sis weeis, he went back to his 
Iowa home, sick, worn ont, and discoursed. Then Aunt 
Barbara roused herself for action. " Men were good for 
nothing to hunt. They could not find a thing if it was 
right before their face and eyes. It took a woman ; and 
she was going to see what she could do," she said to Mrs. 
Van Bnren, who was up at the homestead for a few days, 
and who looked aghast at her sister's proposition, that she 
should accompany her, and help her hunt up Etliie. 

" Was Barbara crazy, that she thought of going to New 
York iix this hot weather, when the small-pox, and the dy- 
sentery, and the plague, and mercy knew what was there ? 
Besides that, how did Barbara intend to manage? 'What 
was she going to do S " 

Barbara hardly knew herself how she should manage, or 
what she should do. " Providence would direct," she said, 
thoQgh to be sure she had an idea, Etiiie had written that 
she had found employment, and what was mora proba- 
ble than to suppose that the employment was giving music 
lessons, for which she was so well qualified, or teaching in 
some gentleman's family. Taking this as her basis. Aunt 
Barbara intended to inquire for every governess and teacher 
in the city, besides watching every house where such an ap- 
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pondage would be likely to be found. Still ber great bope was 
iu tbe street and tbe Fark. Sbe sliould suveij meet Etbie 
there some day, — at least she should try tbe effect of her 
plan ; and she went quietly on with ber preparations, while 
Mrs. Van Buren tried to dissuade ber from a scheme 
which seemed so foolish and utterly impracticable. 

" Suppose Etbie was a governess, the family most liteky 
would be out of town at that season ; and what good would 
it do for Barbara to risk her hfe and health in the crowded 
city ! " 

This view of the matter was rather dampening to Annt 
Barbara's zeal ; but trusting that Providence would iuterfere 
in her behalf, she still insisted that she should go, and again 
expressed a wish that Sophie would go with her. "It would 
not be so lonesome, and would look better, too," she said, 
" while you know more of city ways than I do, and would 
not get imposed upon." 

Mrs. Van Buren could go lar beyond her sister in abusing 
Eichard, but when it came to a sacrifice of her own comfort 
and pleasure, she held hack. Nothing could induce her to 
go to Kew York, She preferred the cool sea-side, where 
she was to join a party of Boston Mite. Her dresses were 
made, her room engaged, and she must go, she said, ui^ng 
that Nettie's health required the change, — Nettie, who had 
given to her husband a dckly, puny child, which lived just 
long enough to warrant a grand funeral, and then was kid 
to rest under the shadow of the Van Buren Monument, 
out in pleasant Mount Auburn, 

So Mrs. Van Buren Tvent back to Boston, while Aunt 
Barbara gave all needful directions to Betty with regard to 
the management of the house, and the garden, and plants, 
and cellar-door, which must be shut nights, and the spot on 
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thereof wliicli sometimea leaked when it rained, and tlie bur- 
docts and d ao del ions wliieli must be dug up, and the grass 
which Uncle Billy Thompson must cut once in two weeks, 
and the old cat, Tabby, and the young cat, Jim., who had 
come to the door in a storm, and was now the pet of the 
honse, and the canary bird, and the yeast. She was also to 
look in the vinegar barrel to see that all was right, and be sure 
and scald the milk-pans, and turn them up in the sun for an 
honr, and keep the doors locked, and the silver up in the 
scuttle-hole ani if she heird the rat which had baffled 
and tormented the n so long, get some poison and kill it, 
but not on anj ace ant let t get in the cistern ; and keep 
the door-stej a clciu a I the stoop, and once in a while 
sweep the low loot at the back of the house, and not sit up 
late nights, oi sleep very long in the morning ; and inasmuch 
as there wonid be so little to do, she might as well finish up 
all her own sewing, and then make the pile of sheets and 
pillow-cases which had been cut out since March. These 
were Aunt Barbara's directions, which Betty, nothing ap- 
palled, promised to heed, telling her mistress not to worry 
an atom, as things should be attended to, even better than 
if she were at home to see to them herself. 

Aunt Barbara knew she could trust old Betty, and so, 
after getting herself vaccinated in both arms, as a pre- 
caution against the small-pox, and procuring various dis- 
infecting agents, and having under-pocfcete put in all her 
dre^es, by way of eluding pickpockets, the good woman 
started one hot July morning on her mission in search of 
Ethie. But, alas ! finding Ethie, or aisy one, in New York, 
was like " hunting for a needle in a hay-mow," as Aunt 
Barbara began to think after she had been for four weeks 
or more an inmate of an up-town boarding-honse, recom- 
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mended as fost-ckss, \mt terrible to Aunt Barbara, from 
the contrast it presented to hec own elaan, roomy liome 
beneath the maple trees, which came up to her so vividly, 
with all its delicious coolness and fr^rance, and bloa- 
soming shrubs, and newly cat grass, with the dew spark- 
ling hke diamonds upon it. 

Aunt Barbara was homeaiek from the flret, but she would 
not give up ; and so day after day she traversed one street 
after another, looking wistfully in every face she met for 
the one slie sought, questioning children playing in the 
parks and squares as to whether they knew any teacher by 
the name of Markham, or Grant, ringing the door-bells 
of every pretentions-looking house, and putting the same 
question to the servants, until the bombazine dress and 
black Stella shawl, and brown Neapolitan hat, and old- 
fashioned lace veil, and large sun-umbrella became pretty 
well known in various patls of New York, while the owner 
thereof grew to be a suspicious character, whom servants 
watched from the basement and ladies from the parlor win- 
dows, and children shunned on the side-walk, while even 
%h.e police were cautioned with regard to the strange woman 
who went up and down day after day, sometimes in stages, 
sometimes in cars, but oftener on foot, staring at every one 
she met, especially if they chanced to be young or pretty, 
and had any children near them. Once, down near Wash- 
ington Square, as she was huiTying toward a group of chil- 
dren, in the centre of which stood a figure much like Ehihie's, 
a tall man in the blue uniform accosted her, inquiring into 
her reasons for wandering about so constantly. 

Aunt Barbara's honest face, which she turned full toward 
the officer, was a sufficient voucher for her without the 
simple, straightforward explanation wHch she made to the 
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effect that Iicr niece had left home some time ago, — run 
away, in fact, — and she vias hunting for her here in New 
York, where her letter was dated, " But it's wearisome 
wort for an old woman like me, walking all over New 
York, as I have," Aunt Barhara said, and her lip began to 
qairer as she sat down upon one of the seats in the square, 
and looked helplessly np at the policeman. She was not 
afr^d of him, nor of the five others of the craft who knew 
her by sight, and stopped to hear what she had to say. 
She never dreamed that they could suspect her of wrong, 
and they did not when they heard her story, and saw the 
truthful, motherly face. Perhaps they conld help her, they 
SMd, and they asked the name of the runaway. 

At fii-st Aunt Barbara refused to give it, wishing to spars 
Ethie this notoriety ; but she finally yielded so far as to 
say, " Slie might call herself either Markham or Grant," 
and that was all they conld get from her ; but after that 
day the bombazine dress, and black Stella shawl, and large 
sun umbrella were safe from the surveillance of the police, 
save as each had a kindly care for the owner, and an inter- 
est in the object of her search. 

The light-fingered gentry, however, were not as chary of 
her. The sweet, motherly face, and wistful, pleading, 
timid eyes, did not deter them in the least. On the con- 
trary, they saw in the bombazioe and Stella shawl a fine 
field for their operations ; and twice, on returning to her 
boarding-house, she was horrified to find her purse was miss- 
ing, notwithstanding that she had kept bei hand upon her 
pocket every instant, except once, when the man who 
looked like a minister had kindly opened the car window 
for hor, and she had gathered up her dress to make more 
room for him at her side, and once when she got entangled 
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in a crowd, and had to hold on to her shawl to keep it on 
her shoulders. Ten dollars was tha entire sum purloined, 
so the TJUains did not make much out of hor, Aunt Barbara 
reflected, with a good deal of complacency ; but when they 
stole her gold-bowed glasses from her pocket, and adroitly 
snatched from her hand the parcel containing the dress she 
Lad bought for Betty at Stewart's, she began to loot upon 
herself as specially marked by a gang of thieves for one on 
whom to commit their depredations ; and when at last a 
fire broke out in the very block where she was boarding, 
and she, with, others, was driven from her bed at midnight, 
with her bombazine only half on, and her hoops left be- 
hind, she made up her mind that the fates were against her, 
and started for home the very next day. 

It was sooner than Betty expected her, but the clean, 
cool house, peeping out from the dense shadows of the 
maples, looked like a paradise to the tired, dusty woman, 
who rode down the street in the village hack, and surprised 
Betty sitting in the back door cutting off com to dry and 
talldng to Uncle Billy, whose scythe lay on the grass while 
he drank from the gourd swimming on top of the water- 
pail. 

Betty was glad to see her mistress, and lamented that she 
did not know of her coming, so as to ha hal a 1 t 

cnp of tea ready, with a delicate morsel 1 m tl ng Au t 
Barbara was satisfied to be home on a j t m tl h h 
nose did go up a little, and something wh 1 s 11 like 
'' P-shew ! " dropped from her lips as he nt 1 tl e da k 
sitting-room, where the odor was not fh b st n th w Id 

"It's the rat, ma'am, I think," Betty said, opening both 
blinds and windows. " I put the pizen for him m you 
said, and all I could do he would die in the wall. It ain't 
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as bad as it lias been, and I've got some stuff here to till it, 
though I think it smells worse than the rat himself," and 
Betty held her own nose as she pointed out to her mistress 
th f hi d 1 1 m whKh, at Mrs. Col. Markham's 

u t h h d p t tht sitting room. 

A d f m th t tl e wall, things were mostly as 
A t B l-Tia Id h them to be. The vinegar had 
mad b t f !Iy Th is fresh jeast, brewed the day 

b f th J Th m Ik pans were bright and sweet ; 

tl 11 -d w fast n I ; the garden was looking its 
b t th 1 II P 1J"3 scuttle-hole, Betty having 

limb d [ y m 1 1 sco if it were safe ; the stoop 

d t f bb d th roof was swept, and both the 

cats T bb d J o fat that they conld Bcarcely 

walk as they came up to greet tbeir mistress. Only two 
mishaps Betty had to relate. Jim had eaten up the canary 
bird, and she had hroten the kitchen tongs. She had also 
fmled to accomplish as m.uch sewing as she had hoped to 
do, and the pile of work was not greatly diminished. 

"There is so many steps to take when a body is alone, 
and with yon gone I was more particular," she said, by way 
of apology, as she confessed to the rat, and the canarj' bird, 
and the kitchen tongs, and the small amount of sewing she 
had done. 

These were all the points wherein she had been remiss, and 
Aunt Barbara was content, and even happy, as she laid aside 
her Stella shawl and brown Neapolitan, and out in her pleasant 
dining-room sat down to the hasty meal which Betty impro- 
viaed, of bread and butter, Dntch cheese, baked apples, and 
huckleberry pie, with a cup of delicious tea, such as Aunt 
Barbara did not believe the people of New York had ever 
t^Bted. Most certainly those who were fortunate enough to 
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sipped her favorite beverage, with Tabby on her dress, and 
the cannibal Jim in her lap, his head occasionally peering 
above the table, she felt comforted and rested, and thankful 
for her cozy home, albeit it lay like a heavy weight upon 
her that her trouble had been for nothing, and no tidings 
of Ethie had been obtained. 

She wrote to Richard the next day, of her unsuccessful 
search, and asked what they should do next. 

" We can do nothing but wait and hope," Richard wrote 
in reply, but Aunt Barbara added to it, " we can pray ; " 
and so all through the autmnn, when the soft, hazy days 
which Ethie had loved so well kept the lost one forever in 
mind. Aunt Barbara waited and hoped, and prayed and 
watched for Ethie's coming home, feeling always a sensation 
of expectancy when the Western whistle sounded and the 
Western train went thundering through the town ; and 
when the hack came np from the depot and did not stop at 
her door, she said to herself, " She would walk up, maybe," 
and then waiting ^ain she wonld watch from her window 
and look far up the quiet street, where the leaves of crim- 
son and gold were lying upon the walk. No Ethie was to 
be seen. Then as the days grewshorter and the night foil 
earlier upon the Chicopee hiils, and the bleak winds blew 
across the meadow, and the waters of the river looked blue 
and dart and cold in the November tight, she said, "She 
will be here sure by Christmas. She always Hked that 
day beat," and her fingers were busy with the lamb's-wool 
stockings she was knitting her darling. 

" It won't be much," she said to Betty, " hut it will show 
she is not forgotten ; " and so the stocking grew, and was 
shaped from a half-worn pair which Ethie used to wear, and 
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on which AuEt Barbara's tears dropped as she thought of 
the doar little feet, now wandered so far away, which the 
stockings used to cover. 

Christmas came, and Susie Granger sang of Bethlehem 
in the old stone church, and other fingers than Ethie's swept 
the organ-keys, and the Christmas-tree was set up, and the 
presents were hung upon the houghs, and the names were 
called, and Aunt Barbara was there, but the lamhVwool 
stockings were at home in the bureau-drawer ; there was no 
one to wear them, no one to take them from the tree, if 
they had been put there ; Ethie had not come. 



CHAPTEK XXVIL 



j^^^gllCUAKD could not stay m Camden, where every- 
M ^'^ thing reminded him so much of Ethclyn, and at 
l^t^^l his mother's earnest solicitations he went back to 
Olney, taking with him all the better articles of furniture 
which Ethie had herself selected, and which converted the 
plain farm-house into quite a palace, as both Andy and his 
mother thought. The latter did not object to them in the 
least, and was even conscious of a feeling of pride and satis- 
faction when her neighbors came in to admire, and some 
of them to envy her the handsome surroundings. Mrs. Dr. 
Van Buren's lesson, though a very bitter one, was doing 
Richard good, especially as it was adroitly followed up by 
Melinda Jones, who, on the strength of her now being his 
sister-elcct, took the liberty of saying to him some pretty 
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plain things with regard to his former intercourse with 
Ethie. 

James had finally nerved himself to the point of asking 
Melinda if slio could be happy with such a homespun fellow 
as himself, and Melinda had answered that she thought she 
could, hinting that it was possible forhim to overcome much 
which was homespun about him, 

" I do not expect you to leave off your heavy boots or 
your coarse blue frock when your work requires you to 
wear them," she said, stealing her hand into his in a caress- 
ing kind of way ; " but a man can he a gentleman ia any 
dresa." 

James promised to do his best, and, with Melinda for a 
teacher, had no fears for his success. And so, some time 
in August, when the summer work at the Joneses was nearly 
done, Melinda camo to the farm-house and was duly in- 
stalled as mistress of the chamber which James and John 
had occupied, — the latter removing his Sunday clothes, and 
rifle, and fishmg lines, and tobacco, and the slippers Ethie 
had given him, into Andy's room, which he shared with his 
brother, Mrs. Markham, senior, got on better with Me- 
linda than she had with Ethelyn ; Melinda knew exactly 
how to manage her, and, indeed, how to manage the entire, 
household, from Eichard down to Andy, who, though ex- 
tremely kind and attentive to her, never loved her as he did 
Ethelyn. 

" She was a nice, good girl," he said, "but couldn't hold 
a candle to Ethie, She was too dark complected, and had 
altogether too thumpin' feet and ankles, besides wearin' 
virinkley stockings." 

This was Andy's criticism, confided to his brother John, 
around whose grave mouth there was a faint glimmer of a 
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smile as iie gave a hitch to his suspender and replied, "I 
guess her stockin's do wrinkle some," 

A few of Melioda's wiys Mrs Markham designated as 
high-flown, hut one by h p ja iicea gave way as Me- 
linda gained upon h t p ly t p until at last Ethelyn 
would hardly have r gniz d t! well-ordered household, 
80 different from what h 1 d k w it. 

"The boys" no lo g am to the table in their shirt- 
sleeves, for Melinda always hid their coats in sight, just 
where it was handy to put them on ; and the trousers were 
slipped down over the boots while the boys ate, and the 
soft brown Markham hair always looked smooth and shi- 
ning, and Mrs. Markham tidied herself a little before coming 
to the table, no matter how heavy hor work, and never bnt 
once was she guilty of sitting down to her dinner in her 
pasteboard sun-bonnet, giving as an excnse that her " hmr 
was at sixes and sevens." She remembered seeing- her 
mother do this fifty years before, and she had clung to the 
habit as one which must be right because they used to do 
so in Vermont. Gradually, too, there came to be napkins 
for tea, and James' Christmas present to his wife was a set 
of silver forks, while John contributed a dozen individual 
salts, and Andy bought a silver bell, to call he did not know 
whom, only it looked pretty on the table, and he wanted 
it there every meal, ringing it himself sometimes when 
anything was needed, and himself answering the call. On 
the whole, the Markhams were getting to be " dreadftilly 
stuck-up," Eunice Plympton's mother said, while Eunice 
doubted if she should like living there now as well as in the 
days of Ethelyn. She had been a bom lady, and Eunice 
conceded everything to her; but "to see the airs that 
Melinda Jones put on " was a little too much for Eunice's 
13 
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democratic blood, and she and her motlier made many 
invidious remarks concerning " Mrs. Jim Markliatn," who 
wore such heavy silk to church, and sported such handsome 
furs. One hundred and fifty dollars the cape alone bad 
cost, ii was rumored, and when to this iiichard added a 
dark, rich muff to match, others than Eunice looked envi- 
ously at Mrs. James, who, to all intents and purposes, was 
the same frank, outspoken person that she was when she 
wore a plain scarf around her neck, and rode to church in 
her father's lumher-wagon instead of the handsome tura-out 
James had bought since his marriage. Nothing codd spoil 
Melinda, and though she became quite the fashion in OIney, 
and was frequently invited to Camden to meet the SUte of 
the town, she was up just as early on Monday mornings as 
when she lived at home, and her young, strong arms saved 
Mrs, Markham more work than Eunice's had done. She 
■would not dip candles, she said, nor bum tbem either, ex- 
cept as a matter of convenience to carry around the hoase ; 
and so the taiiows gave way to kerosene, and as Melinda 
liked a great deal of light, the house was sometimes illumi- 
nated so brilliantly that poor Mrs. Mai'kham had either to 
shade her eyes with her hands, or turn her hack to the lamp. 
She never thought of opposing Melinda ; that would have 
done no good ; and she suociimbed with the rest to the will 
which was ruling them so effectually and so well. 

Some very plain talks Melinda bad with Kichard with 
regard to Ethelyn ; and Richard, when he saw how anxious 
James was to please his wife, even in httle things which he 
had once thought of no consequence, regretted so much 
that his own course bad not been different with Ethelyn, 
" Poor, dear Ethie," he called her to himself, as he sat alone- 
at night in the room where she used to be. At first, he 
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had freely talked of her with his family. That was when, 
like Aunt Barbara, they were expecting her back, or rather 
expecting constantly to hear from her through Aunt Bar- 
bara, She would go to Chicopee first, they felt assured, 
and then Aunt Barbara would write, and Eichard would 
start at once. How many castles he built of that second 
bnnq;in§ her home, where Melmda made everythiing so 
pleasant, and where hlte could be happy for a little tune, 
t\hen they would go where she liked, — it did not matter 
where. Itichard was wiUmg for anything, only he did 
want her to &ta> a little tmic at the farm-house, just to see 
how they had improved, and to learn that his mother could 
be kind if she tried. She meant to be so if Ethelyn ever 
came back, for she had said as much to him on the receipt 
of Ethie's mess^, sent in Andy's letter d h te rs 1 d 
fallen fast as she confessed to not always h ng f It a ted 
right toward the young girl. With M hnda t! ml nt, 
spirit they would have made it very pi t 1 Eth jyn 
and they waited for her so anxioosly Jl th u h th au 
turanal days tOl the early winter snow c d th p ii s, 
and the frost was on the window-pa nd tl w d 

howled dismally past the door, just as it d d n y 
when Ethelyn went away. But, alas I Eth am 
tidings of her either, and Richard ceased to speak of her at 
last, and his face wore so sad a look whenever she was men- 
tioned, that the femlly stopped talking of her ; or, if they 
spoke her name, it was as they spoV' A Daisy, or of one 
that was dead. 

For a time Kithard kept op a correspondence with Aunt 
Barbara ; hut that, too, gradually ceased, and as his uncle, 
the old colonel, died in the spring, and the widow went to 
her friends in Philadelphia, he seemed to be cut off from 
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any eomiectioii with Ohicopee, and but for the sad, haraBS- 
ing memory of what had been, be was to all intents and 
purposes tbe same grave, silent bachelor as of yore, follow- 
ing the bent of bis own inclinations, coming and going as 
he liked, sought after by those who wished for an honest 
man to transact their business, and growing gradually more 
and more popular with the people of his own and the ad- 
ioining counties. 



CHAPTER XXVITI. 

THE GOVERNOR. 

I^S^^HEY were to elect a new one in Iowa, and there 
R^^^ were rumors afloat that Eichard Matkhaia would 
l^'^wJij bo tbe man chosen by his party. There had been 
similar rumors once before, but Mrs. Markham had regarded 
them as mythical, never dreaming that such an honor could 
be in store for her boy. Now, however, matters began to 
loot a little serious. Crowds of men came frequently to 
the farm-house and were closeted with Bichard. Tim Jones 
rode up and down the country, electioneering for " Diet." 
Hal Clifford, in Camden, contributed his influence, though 
Le belonged to the other party. Others, too, of Harry's 
way of thinking, cast aside political differences and " went 
in," as they said, for the best man,— one whom they knew 
to be honest and upright, like Judge Markham. Each in 
his own way, — James and John, and Andy and Melinda, — 
worted for Eichard, who was frequently absent from home 
for several days, sometimes taking the stnmp himself, but 
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oftener rcmainliig quiet wliile others presented his cauae. 
Search as they jnighti hia opponents Ronld find nothing 
against him, except that sad affair with his wife, who, one 
paper said, " had been put ont of the way when she became 
trouMeaome," hinting at every possible atrocity on the hus. 
band's part, and dilating most pathetically upon the in- 
jured, innocent, and beautiful young wife. Then, with a 
fece as pale as ashes, Richard made his " great speech " in 
Camden Court-houae, asking that the whole matter he drop- 
ped at once, and saying that be would far rather live a life 
of obscurity than have the name, more dear to Lim than the 
names of the dead, Jjandied about from lip to lip and made 
the subject for newspaper paragraphs. They knew Richard 
in Camden, and they know Ethelyn, too, and liked both so 
well, that the result of that speech was to increase Richard's 
popularity tenfold, and to carry in his favor the entire 
town. 

The day of election was a most exciting one, especially 
in Olney, wliere Bichard had lived from boyhood. It wm 
something for a little town like this to furnish the Gov- 
ernor, the Olneyitea thought ; and though, for party's sake, 
there were some opponents, the majority went for Richard; 
and Tim Jones shovfed his neal by drinking with so many, 
that at night he stopped at the faim-houae, inalsting that 
he had reacted home, and should stay there, " for all of 
Melind," and hurrahing so loud for " Richud — Mark-um — 
Square," that he woke up the little blue-eyed boy which 
for six weeks had been the pride, and pet, and darling of 
tbe household. 

Andy's tactics were different. He had voted in the 
morning, and prayed the rest of the day, that, if it were 
right, " old Dick might lick the whole of 'em," adding the 
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petition that "he need not be stuct op if he was Gov- 
ernor," and that Ethie might come bact to share his great- 
ness. Others than Andy were thinltiiig of Ethelyn that 
dyf tthftethfh lllhd 

ea tl t 1 d t b g w tl t gr tf I th It f h 
All tit 1st dflhlth 

tn mph 1 tod gth gtlt flia 

fn d d th 01 y b 11 w gi g h f th 
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i. 1"y b " fe ^ th h ^h t p t th St t , to 

hi part for all which had been wrong. But Ethic was very, 
very far away,— further than he dreamed, — and strain car 
and eye as she might, she could not see the lurid blaze 
which lit up the prairie till the tall grass grew ed n the 
ruddy glow, or hear the deafening ahouta wh h ent tl e 
sky for Governor Martham, elected by an o e whelm g 
majority. Oh, how lonely Kichard felt, even the t'st 
moments of his success 1 And how he longed to g t awij 
from all the noise and din which greeted him at e e j step, 
and be alone t^in, as since Ethie went away he had chosen 
to be so much of hia time. Melinda guessed at his feelings 
in part ; and when he came home at last, looking so pale 
and tired, she pitied him, and showed her pity by letting 
him alone ; and when supper was ready, sending his tea to 
his room, whither he had gone as soon as hb mother had 
unwound her arms from his neck, and told him how glad 

These were also days of triumph to Melioda, for it was 
soon known that she was to be the lady of the Govemor'a 
d the knowledge gave her a fi 
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dignity araong her fiifnd'i. It was human that Melinda 
should foel Jicr good fortune a little, and perhaps she did. 
Andy thought so, and prayed aiiently i^ainst the pomps 
and vanities of the world, especially alter her new purple 
silk was sent home, with the lelvet cloat and crimson 
morning-gown. These had been made in Camden, a thing 
which gave mortal offence to Miss Henry, the Olney dress- 
mater, who wondered " what Melinda Jones was that 
she should put on such airs, aad try to imitate Mrs. 
Richard Markham." They had expected such things from 
Ethelyn, and thought it perfectly right. She was bom to 
it, they said ; but for Melinda, whom all remembered as 
wearing a red woollen gown when a little girl, " for her to 
set up so steep was another matter." But when Melinda 
ordered a blue merino, and a flannel wrapper, and a blue 
silk, and a white cloak for baby, made at Miss Henry's, 
and told that functionary just how her purple was trimmed, 
and even offered to show it to her, the lady changed her 
mind, and quoted " Mrs. James Markham's " wardrobe for 
months afterward. 

Eichard, and James, and Melinda, and baby, and Eunice 
Plympton as baby's nurse, all went to Des Moines, and left 
the house so lonely that Andy lay flat upon the floor and 
cried, and his mother's face wore the look of one who had 
just returned from burying her dead. It was pomething, 
however, to be the mother and bi'other of a governor, and 
a comfort to get letters from the absent ones, to hear of 
Richard's immense popularity, and the very graceful man- 
ner in which Meiinda dischai^d her duties. But to see 
their names in print, to find something about Governor 
Markham in almost every paper, — that was best of all ; 
and Andy spent half his time in cutting out and saving 
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every little scrap pertaining to the " Governor's family," 
and vrhat they did at Des Moines. Andy waa laid up with 
rheuniatism toward spring; hut 'Hm Jonea used to hring 
him the papers, rolling his quids of tobacco rapidly from 
Bide to side as he pointed to the paragraphs so interesting 
to hoth. Tim hardly knew whether himself, or Eiehard, 
or Melinda, was the Governor. On the whole, he gave the 
preference to " Melind,'" after the Governor's levee, at which 
she had appeared in " royal purple, with ostrich feathers in 
her hair," and was described in the Camden Leader as the 
" elegant and accomplished Mrs. James Markham, who had 
received the guests with so much dignity and grace." 

" Ain't Melind a brick I and only to think how she used 
to milk the cows, and I once chased her with a garter 
snake," Tim said, reading the article aloud to Andy, who, 
while assenting that she was a brick, and according all due 
credit to her for what she was, and what she did, never for 
a moment forgot Ettelyn. 

She would have done so much better, and looked so much 
neater, especi^ly her shoes ! Andy could not quite forgive 
Melinda her big feet and ankles, especially as his contempt 
for such append^es was constantly kept in mind by the 
sight of the little, half-worn slippers which Ethie had left 
in her closet when she moved to Camden, and which, now 
that she was gone, he kept as something almost as sacred 
as Daisy's hair, admiring the dainty rosettes and small high 
Leela more than he had admired the whole of MeJioda's 
wardrobe when sprea<I upon the bed, and tables, and chairs, 
preparatory to packing it for Des Moines. Eiehard, too, 
remembered Ethelyn, and never did Melinda stand at his 
side in any gay saloon that he did not see in her place a 
brown-eyed, brown-haired woman, who would have moved 
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a very queen among tlie people. Ethelyn was never for- 
gotteD, whether ia the capitol, or the sti'eet, or at Lome, or 
awake or asleep. Ethie'a face and EtLie'a form were every- 
where, and if earnest, longing thoughta conld have availed 
to bring her back, she would have come, whether across 
the rolling sea, or afar from the trackless desert. But they 
could not reach her. Ethie did not come, and the term of 
Richard's governorship glided away, and ho declined a re- 
election, and went back to OIney, looking ten years older 
than when he left it, with an habitual expression of sadness 
on his face, which even strangers noticed, wondering what 
was the heart-trouble which was ageing him so fast, and 
turniTig his brown liair gray. 

For a time the stillness and quiet of Olney were very ac- 
ceptable to him, and then be began to long for more ex- 
citement, — something to divert his mind from the harrow- 
ing fear, daily growing more and more certdn, that EtKie 
would never come back. It was four years since she went 
away, and nothing had been heard from her since the letter 
sent to Andy from New York, " Dead," he said to him- 
self many a time, and but for the dread of the beroaftei', be, 
too, would gladly have lain down in the graveyard where 
Daisy was sleeping so quietly. With Andy it was differ- 
ent. Ethie was Bot dead, — ho knew she was not,- — -and 
some time she would surely come back. There was com- 
fort in Andy's strong asanrance, and Richard always felt 
better after a tallc with his hopeful brother. Perhaps she 
would come back, and if so be must have a place worthy of 
her, he said, one day, to Melinda, who seized the oppor- 
tunity to unfold a plan she had long been, meditating. Dur- 
ing the two years spent in Dea Moines, Jamea had devoted 
himself to the study of law, preferring it to his forming, and 
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now he was looliiiig out for a good locality where to settle 
and practise his profession. 

" Let's go together somewhere and build a house," Me- 
linda said. " You know Ethie'a taste. Tou can fashion it 
as you think she would like it, and until she comes back we 
will live with you and see to you a little. You need some 
looking after," and Mclinda laid her Band half pityingly 
upon the bowed head of her brother-in-law, who, but for 
her strong, upholding influence, and Andy's cheering faith, 
would have sunk ere this into hopeless despondency. 

Melinda was a fine specimen of true womanhood. She 
had met many highly cultivated people at Des Moines and 
other towns where, as the (rovernor'a si 'iter-in-law, she had 
spent more or less of the last two yeain, and as nothing 
ever escaped her notice, she had improved wonderfully, 
until even Mrs, Van Buren, of Boston, would have been 
jjroud of her acqudntauce. She had known sori'ow, too ; 
for in the cemetery at Des Moines she had left her little 
blue-eyed baby boy when only six months old, and her 
heart had ached to its very core, until there came another 
child, a little girl, whom they had christened " Ethelyn 
Grant," and who, on this account, was quite as dear to 
Richard as to either of its parents. Richard was happier 
with that little brown-haired girl than with any one else, 
and when Melinda suggested they should go together some- 
where, he assented readily, mentioning Davenport as a 
place where Ethelyn had many times said she would like 
to live. Now, as ever, Melinda's was the active, ruling 
voice, and almost before Richard knew it, he was in Daven- 
port and bargaining for a vacant lot which ovcrloolied the 
river and the country beyond. Davenport suited them all, 
and by September Melinda, who had spent the s 
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with her motlier, was located at a hotel and making her- 
self very useful to Richard with her suggestions witli re- 
gard to the palatial mansion he was huilding. 

There was nothing in Davenport like the " Governor's 
house," and the people watehed it curiously as it went 
rapidly up. There was a suite of rooms called Ethelyn's, 
and to the arrangement and adorning of these Richard 
gave his whole attention, sparing nothing which could 
mate them beautiful and attractive, and lavishing so much 
expense upon them that strangers came to inspect and 
comment upon them, wondering why he took so much 
pains, and guessing, as people will, that-he was conteni- 
plating a second marriage as soon as a divorce could be 
obtained from his runaway wife. 

The house was finished at last, and Eicbard took posses- 
sion, installing Melinda as house-keeper, and feeling how 
happy he should be if only Ethic were there. Somehow 
he expected her now. Andy's prayers would certainly be 
answered even if Lis own were not, for he, too, had begun 
to pray, feeling, at times, that God was slow to hear, as 
weeks and weets went by and still Ethie did not come. 
"Hope deferred maketh the heart aicli," and the weary 
wMting told npon his bodily health, which began to f^t so 
mpidly that people said "Governor Markham was going 
into a decline/' and the physicians ui^d a change of air, 
and Mr. Townsend, who came in May for a day to Daven- 
port, recommended him strongly to try what Clifton Spiings, 
in Western Now York, could do for him, — the Clifton, 
whose healing waters and wonderful power to cure were 
famous from the shores of the Atlantic to the California!! 
hilk 
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f^g^^HE weatier in Chicopea that spring was aa capri- 
I^E ^M cioas as the smiles of the most spoiled coquette. 
pMii^yi ijiig gi.gt dj^yg Qf April were warm, and balmy, 
and placid, without a cloud upon the sky or a token of 
storms in the air. The crocuses and daffodils showed their 
heads in the little borders by Aunt Barbara's door, and 
TInele Billy Thompson sowed the good woman a bed of let^ 
tnce, and peas, and onions, which came up apace, and were 
the envyof the'neighboi's. Taking advantage of the warmth 
and the sunshine, and TJnele Billy's being there to whip 
her carpets, Aunt Barbara even began her honse-eleauing, 
commencing at the chambers first, — the rooms which, 
since the last " reign of terror," had only been used when 
a clet^man spent the Sanday there, and when Mrs. Dr. 
Tan Buren was up for a few days from Boston, with Nettie 
and the new girl baby, which, like Melinda's, bore the name 
of Ethelyn. Still they must be renovated, and cleaned, and 
scrubbed, lest some luckless moth were hiding there, or 
some fly-speck perchance had fallen upon the glossy paint. 
Aunt Barbara was not an untidy house-cleaner, — one who 
tosses the whole house into chaos, and simultaneous with 
the chiaa from the closet, brings up a basket of bottlea 
from the cellar to be washed and riused. She took one 
room at a time, settling as she went along, so that her house 
never was in that state of dire confusion which so many 
bouses present every faD and spring. Her house was not 
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liard to clean, aud the chambers were soon done, except 
Etbie's old room, wHere Aunt Barliara lingered longest, 
turning the pretty ingrain carpet the brightest side up, 
rubbing the fiimiture with polish, putting a bit of paint 
upon the window-sills where it was getting worn, and once 
revolving the propriety of hanging new paper upon the wall. 
But that, she reasoned, would be a needless expense. Since 
the night Bichard spent there, no one had slept in tlie 
room, and no one should sleep there, either, till Ethie came 
back again, 

" Till Ethie comes home again," Aunt Barbara rarely 
said this now, for with each fleeting year the chance for 
Etbie's coming gi'ew less and less, until now she seldom 
spoke of it to Betty, the only person to whom she ever 
talked of Ethie, Even with her she was usually very reti- 
cent unless something brought the wanderer to mind more 
vividly than usual. Cleaning her room was such an oc- 
casion, and sitting down upon the floor, while she darned 
a hole in the carpet which the turning had brought 
to view, Aunt Barbara spoke of her darling, and the 
time when a little toddling thing of two years old 
she first came to the homestead, and was laid in that 
very room, and " on that very pillow," Aunt Barbara said, 
seeing again the hollow left by the little brown head 
when the child awoke and stretehed its fat arms toward 

" Julia, her mother, died in that bed," Aunt Barbara 
went on, " and Ethie always slept there after that. We'll 
put on the sheets marked with her name, Betty, and the 
ruffled pillow-cases. I want it to seena as if she was here," 
and Aunt Barbara's chin quivered, and her eyes gr«w 
moist, as her fat hands smoothed and patted the plump 
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pillows, and tucked iu the wliite spread, and picked up & 
leather, and moved a chair, and shut the blinds, and 
dropped the curtains, and theu she went softly out and 
shat the door behind her. 

Two weeks from that day, the soft, bland air was full 
of sleet, and anow, and rain, which beat down the poor 
daffles on the borders, and pelted the onions, and let- 
tuce, and peas, which Uncle Billy had planted, and dashed 
against the closed windows of EtMe's room, and came 
in under the door of the kitchen, and through the bit 
of leaky roof in the dining-room, while the heavy north- 
easter, which swept over the Chicopee hills, screamed 
fiercely at Betty peering curiously out to see if it was 
going to be any kind of drying for the clothes she 
had put out early in the day, and then, as if bent on 
a mischievous frolic, took from the line, and carried far 
down the street, Aunt Barbara's short night-gown with 
the patch upon the sleeve. On the whole it was a bleak, 
raw, stormy day, and when the night shut down, the snow 
lay several inches deep upon the half-frozen ground, mak- 
ing the walking execrable, and giving to the whole village 
that dirty, comfortless appearance which a storm in April 
always does. It was pleasant, though, in Aunt Barbara's 
sitting-room. It was iJways pleasant there, and it seemed 
doubly so to-night from the contrast presented to the 
world without by the whitewashed ceiling, the newly 
whipped carpet, the clean, white curtains, and the fire 
blazing on the hearth, where two huge red apples were 
roasting. This was a favorite custom of Aunt Barbara's, 
roasting apples in the evening. She used to do it when 
Ethie was at home, for Ethic enjoyed it quite as much 
as she did, and when the red cheeks burst, and the white, 
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frotby piOp came oozing out, she used, as a little girl, 
to clap her hands and cry, " The apples begin to bleed, 
auntie ! the apples begin to Weed I " 

Aunt Barbara never roasted them now that she did not 
remember her darling, and many times she put one down for 
Etbie, feeling that the "make believe" was bettor than 
nothing at all. There was one for her to-night, and Annt 
Barbara sat watching it as it simmered and sputtered, and 
finally hurst with the heat, "bleeding," just aa her heart 
was bleeding for the child whose feet had wandered so long. 
It was after nine, and Betty had gone to bed, so that Aunt 
Barbara was there alone, with the big Bible in her lap. 
She had been reading the Parable of the Prodigal, and 
though she would not liken Ethie to him, she sighed 
softly, '* If she would only come, we would kill tlie fatted 
calf." Then, thoughtfully, she turned the leaves of the 
good book one by one, till she found the "Births," and 
read in a low whisper, " Ethelyn Adelaide, Born," and 
so forth. Then her eye moved on to where the mar- 
riage of Ethelyn Adelaide with Richard Markham, of 
Iowa, had been recorded; and then she turned to the list 
of " Deaths," wondering if, unseen by her, Ethie's name 
had been added to the iisfc. 

Suddenly, as Aunt Barbara sat there, with her Bible in 
her lap, there was heard the distant rumbling of the New 
York express, as it came rolling across the plains from 
West Chieopee. Tben, as the roar became more muffled 
as it moved under the hill, a shrill whistle echoed on the 
night air, and half the people of Chieopee who were 
awake said to each other, " The train is stopping. Some- 
body has come from New York." It was not often that 
the New York express stopped in Chieopee, aud when it 
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did, it was made a matter of comment. To-night, how- 
ever, it was too dark, and stormy, and late for any one to 
see wlio had come ; and guessing it was some of the 
Lewises, who now hved in old Col. Marfeham's house, the 
people, one by one, went to their beds, until Dearly every 
light in Chieopee was cxtinguiBhcd save the one shining 
out in the darkness from the room where Aunt Barbara 
sat, with thoughts of Etbie iu her heavt. And up the 
steep hill, from the station, a girlish figure toiled through 
the deep snow, — the wiite, thin face looking down the 
maple-lined street when the comer by the Common was 
turned, and the pallid lips whispering softly, " I wonder if 
she will know me ? " 

There were flecks of snow upon the face and on the brown 
hair and travel-soiled dress ; clogs of snow, too, upon the 
tired feet, — the feet Andy had admired so much ; but 
the traveller kept bravely on, till the friendly light shone 
oat beneath the maples, and then she paused, and leaning 
for a moment agaioBt the fence, sobbed aloud, but nQt sadly 
or bitterly. She was too near home for that, — too near 
the darling Aunt Barbara, who did not hear gate or door 
unclose, or the step in the dark hall. But when tlie knob 
of the sitting-room door moved, she heard it, and, without 
taming her head, called out, "What is it, Betty! I thought 
you in bed an hour ago." 

The supposed Betty did not reply, but stood a brief 
instant tatiDg in &/wy feature in the room, from the two 
apples roasting on the hearth to the little woman sitting 
with her finger on the page where possibly Ethie'a death 
ought to be recorded. Aunt Barbara was waiting for Betty 
to answer, and she turned her head at last, ^ust as a rapid 
step glided across the floor, and a voice, which thrilled 
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every vein, flret with a sudden fear, and thoa with a joy 
unspeakable, said, " Aimt Barbara, it'a I. It's Etbie, come 
baclr to joa again. Is abe welcome here ? " 

Was she loeleome f Answer, the low cry, and gasping 
sob, and outstretched arms, which held the wanderer in so 
loying an embrace, while a rain of tears'fell upon the dear 
head from which the bonnet had fallen back aa Ethelyn sank 
upon her knees before Aunt Barbara. , Neither could talk 
much for a few moments. CertMuly not Aunt Barbara, 
who sat bewildered and stupefied, while Ethelyn, more 
composed, removed her hat, and cloak, and overshoes, and 
shook out tlie folds of her damp dress; and then drawing 
a little covered stool to Aunt Barbara's side, sat down upon 
it, and leaning her elbows on Aunt Barbara's lap, looked 
up in her fece, with the old, mischievous, winning smile, 
and said, " Auntie, have you forgiven your Ethie for run- 
ning away ? " 

Then it began to seem real again, — ^began to seem aa if 
the last few years were blotted out, and things restored to 
what they were when Ethie was wont to sit at her aunt's 
feet as she was sitting now. There was this difference, 
however: the bright, round, rosy face, which used to look 
so flushed, and eager, and radiant, aud assured, was changed, 
and the one confrontiog Aunt Barbara now was pale, and thin, 
and worn, and there were linesaeross the bi'ow, and the eyes 
were heavy and tired, and a little uncertain and anxious in 
their expression as they scanned the sweet old face above 
tbem. Aunt Barbara saw it all, and this, if nothing else, 
would havebrought entire pardon even had she been inclined 
to withhold it, which she was not, Ethie was back again, 
and that was enough for her. She would not chide or 
blame ever so little, and her warm, loving hands took the 
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thin wMte face and beld. it while she kissed the parted lips, 
the blue-veined forehead, and the hollow ehceis, whispering, 
" My own darling. I am so glad to have yon back. I have 
been so sad without yoii, and mourned for you so much, 
fearing you were dead. Where has my darling been that 
none of us could find you?" 

" Did you hunt, Aunt Barbara ? Did you really hunt 
for me ? " 

And something of Ethie's old self leaped into her eyes 
and flushed into her cheeks as she asked the question. 

"Yes, darling. All the spring and all the snmmer long, 
and on into the fall, and then I gave it up." 

" Were you alone, auntie ? That is, did nobody help you 
hunt ? " was Ethelyn's next query ; and Richard would have 
read much hope for him in the eagerness of the eyes, which 
waited for Aunt Barbara's answer, and which dropped so 
shyly upon the carpet when Aunt Barbara said, "Alone, 
child? No; he did all he could, — Richard did, — but we 
could get no clue." 

Ethelyn could not tell her story until she had been made 
easy on several important points, and smoothing the folds 
of Aunt Barbara's dress, and still looking beseechingly into 
her face, she said, " And Richard hunted, too. Was he 
sorry, auntie ! Did he care because I went away ! " 

" Care f Of course he did. It almost broke his heart, 
and wasted hina to a skeleton. You did wrong, Ethie, to 
go and stay so long. Richard did not deserve it," 

It was the first word of censure Aunt Barbara had uttered, 
imd Ethelyn felt it keenly, as was evinced by her quivering 
lip and trembling voice, as she said, " Don't, auntie, don't 
you scold me, please. I can bear it better from any one 
else. I want yon to sfjind by me. I know I was hasty. 
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and did very Trrong. I've said so a thousand times ; liut I 
was 80 unhappy and wretched at first, and at the last he 
mai5e me so angry with his unjust accusations." 

" Yes ; he told me all, and showed me the letter you left. 
I know the whole," Aunt Barbara s^d, while Ethelyn con- 
tinued — 

"Where is he now! How long since you heard from 

"It is two years or more. He wrote the last letter. 
I'm a bad correspondent, you know, and as I had no good 
news to write, I did not think it worth while to bother 
Mm. I don't know whei-e he is since he quit being Gov- 
ernor." 

There was a sudden lifting of Ethie's head, a quick arch- 
ing of her eyebrows, which told that the Governor part was 
news to her. Then she asked, quietly, "Has he been Gov- 
ernor ! " 

" Yes, Governor of Iowa ; and James' wife lived with him. 
She was Melinda Jones." 

" Yes, yes," and Ethie'a foot beat the carpet thought- 
fiiHy, while her eyes were cast down, and the great tears 
gathered slowly in the long-fringed lids, then fell in perfect 
showers, as laying her head in Aant Barbara's lap she sob- 
bed piteous] y. 

Perhaps she was thinking of all she had thrown away, 
and weeping that another had taken the post she would have 
been so proud to filL Aunt Barbara did not know, and she 
kept smoothing the bowed head until it web lifted up again, 
and the tears were dried in Ethie's eyes where there was 
not the same hopeful expression there had been at flrat when 
she heard of Richard's hunting for her. Some doubt or fear 
had crossed her mind, and her hands were folded together 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



in a hopeless kiad of way as, at Aunt Barbara's urgent 
rec[uost, slie began the story of her wanderings. 



CHAPTER XXX. 



^^^MjOU say y<iu I'bad my letter, auntie; and if yiiii 
liai inj did, you know nearly all that made me go 
l"?^-'™^! away. I do not remember now just what was in 
it, but I tnow it was very concise and plain, and literal ; 
for I was angry when I wrote it, and would not spare 
KicSiard a bit. But, olkl I had been so tried and so 
wretched. You can't guess half how wretched I waa at 
the fatrn-house first, where they were all so diflerent. I 
laean Kichard's mother, auntie. I liked the others, — they 
were kind and good; especially Andy. Oh, Andy ! dear 
oid Andy ! I have thought of him so often during the 
last five yeai's, and bad as I am I have prayed every night 
that he need not forget me. 

"AuntBarbai'a,! did not love RicLard, and that was my 
great mistake, I ought not to have married him, but I 
was so sore and unliappy then that any change was a reKef. 
I do not see now how I ever could have loved Frank ; but I 
did, or thought I did, and was constantly contrasting Richard 
with him and making myself more miserable. If I had 
loved Richard things would have been so much easier to 
bear, I was be^nning to love him, and life waa so much 
pleasanter, wken he got so angry about Frank and charged 
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me with those dreadful thiiigR, driving me frantic, and 
making me feel as if I hatod him, and eould do much to 
worry him. Don't look so shocked. I know how wicked 
it was, and sometimes I fear God never can fot^ive me ; 
but I did not think of Him then. I forgot everything but 
myself and my trouble, and so I went away, going first to 
Milford, so as to mislead Richard, and then turning straight 
back to New York, 

" Do you remember Abby Jackson, who was at school in 
Boston, and who once spent a week with mc here ? She is 
marriedj and lives in New York, and believes in women's 
rights and wears the Bloomer dress. She would take my 
part, I said, and I went at once to her house and told her 
all I had done, and asked if I could stay until I found em- 
ployment. Aunt Barbara, this is a queer world, and there 
are queer people in it. I thought I was sure of Abby, she 
used to protest so strongly against the tyranny of men, and 
say she should like nothing better than protecting females 
■who were aasertiug their own rights. I was asserting mine, 
and I went to her for sympathy. She was glad to see me 
at first, and petted and fondled me just as she used to do 
at school. She was five years older than I, and so I looked 
lip to her. But when I told my story her manner changed, 
and it really seemed as if she looked upon me as a sus- 
picious person who had done something terrible. She 
advocated women's rights as strongly as ever, but could not 
advise me to continue in my present course. It would 
bring odium upon me, sure. A woman separated from her 
husband was always pointed at, no matter what cause she 
had for the separation. It was all wrong, she ai^ed, that 
public opinion should he thus, and ere long she trusted 
there would be a change. Till then I would do well to 
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rctura to Iowa and make it up witli Richard. That waa 
what she said, atid it made me very angry, and I resolved 
to leave her the next day ; but I was sick in the morning, 
and remained sick for several weeks, so that I could not 
leave her house. 

" She nursed me carefully and tried to be kind, but I 
could sec that my heing there was a great annoyance to her. 
Once she suggested writing to Richard, hut I begged Ler 
not to do jt^ and she did not. Her husband had an aunt,— 
a rich, eccentric old lady, — wio came sometimes to see me, 
and seemed interested in me. Forgive me, auntie, ,if it was 
wrong. I dropped the name of Markham and took yonrs, 
asking Ahby to call me Miss Bigelow to her friends. Her 
husband knew my real name, hut to all othera I was Ade- 
laide Bigelow. Old Mrs. Plum did not know I was mar- 
ried, for Abby was as anxious to keep the secret as I was 
myself, Mrs, Plum was going abroad, and being a nervous 
invalid, she was looking for some young, handy person as 
travelling companion. When I was tetter and Ahhy found 
that I was stil! resolved not to go home, she spoke of Mrs. 
Plum, and asked if I would go. I caught at the idea 
eagerly, and in May I was sailing over the sea to France. I 
wrote a few linos to Andy before I went, and I wanted to 
write to you, but I fancied you must he vexed and morti- 
fied, and I would not trouble you. 

" Mrs, Plum was very nervous, and capricious, and ex- 
acting, and my life with her was not altogether an easy one. 
I suppose I have a high temper. She thought so, and yet 
she could not do without me, for she was lame in her arras, 
and unable to help herself readily ; besides that, I spoke 
the French language well enough to make myself under- 
stood, and so was necessary to her. There were many ex- 
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cellcnt traits of character about her, and after a time I liked 
her very much, and I know that she liked me. She took 
me everywhere, even 'mto Jiussia and Palestine; but the 
last two years of onr stay abroad were spent in Southern 
Fi'auce, where the days were one long bright summer dream, 
and I should have been so happy if the past had been for- 
gotten." 

" And did yon hear nothing from us in all that time 3 " 
Aunt Barbara asked, and Ethelyn replied, " Ifotbing from 
Riebard, and nothing direct from yon. I requested as a favor 
that Mrs. Plum should order the Boston Traveller and 
Springfield Republican to be sent to her address in Paris, 
which we made our head-quarters. I knew jou took botli 
these papers, and if anything happened to you, it would ap. 
pear in their columns. I saw the announcement of Col. 
Mariham's death, and after that I used t« grow so faint 
and cold, for fear I might find yours, I came across a New 
York paper, too, and saw that Aunt Van Burenbad anived 
at the Fifth Avenue Hotel, knowing then that she was just 
as gay aa ever. Richard's name I never saw ; neither did 
Abby know anything about him. I called at her house 
yesterday. She has seven children now, — four bom since 
I went away, — and her women's rights have given place to 
theories with regard to soothing-syrups and baby-jumpers, 
and the best means of keeping one child quiet while she 
dresses the other, Mrs. Plum died six weeks ago, in Paris ; 
and, auntie, I was kind to her in her last sickness, bearing 
everything, and finding my reward in her deep gratitude, 
expressed not only in words, but in a most tangible form. 
She made her will, and left me ten thousand dollars. So 
yon see I am not poor nor dependent. I told her my story, 
too, — told her the whole as it was; and she made me 
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promise to come back, to you at least, if not to Kiohard. 
Going to him would depend upon whether he wanted me, 
I said. Do you thint he has forgotten me?" 

Again the eager, anxions expression crept into Ethie's 
eyos, which grew very soft, and even dewy, as Aunt Bar- 
bara replied, " Forgotten you! No. I never saw a man 
feel as he did when he first came here, and Sophie talked 
BO to him, as he sat there in that very willow chair." 

Involuntarily Ethie's hand rested itself on the chair where 
Eichard had sat, and Ethie's face crimsoned when Aunt 
Barbara asked — 

"Do you love Richard now ? " 

" I cannot tell. I only know that I have dreamed of him 
so many times, and thought It would be sueli perfect rest 
to put my tired head in his lap, as I never did put it. 
When I was on the ocean, coming home, there was a fear- 
ful storm, and I prayed to live till I conld hear him say 
that he foi^ave mo for all the trouble I have caused him. I 
might not love him if I were to see him again jnst as he 
used to be. Sometimes I think I should not, but I would 
try. Write to him, auntie, please, and tell him I am here, 
but nothing more. Don't say I want to see him, or that I 
am any changed from the wilful, high-tempered Ethie who 
made him so unhappy, for perhaps I am not." 

Awhile then they talked of Aunt Van Buren, and Frank, 
and Nettie, and Susie Granger, who was married to a mis- 
rfonary and gone to heathen lands; and the cioek was strik- 
ing one before Aunt Barbara lighted her darling up to the 
old room, and, kissing her good-night, went back to weep 
glad tears of joy in the rocking-chair by the hearth, and 
to thank her Heavenly Father for sending home her long 
lost Etheiyn. 
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^^^MJHE was alwaM tos&iiit, up ju^t wieii sho wis not 
^p^?v viuted, Ethie oaod to say id the olden days, 
r^iifll when sho saw the great lady alighting at the 
gate in time to interfere with and spoil some favorite pro- 
ject arranged for the day, and she certamJy felt it, if sho 
did not say it, when, on the momiug following her amvil 
in Chicopee, she heard Bettj ciclaun, " If there ain't 
Mi^ Van Bnren ! I wonder what sent her here ! " 

Ethie wondered so, too, and drawing the blanlet closer 
around her shoulders {for she had taken advantage of her 
fatigue and languor to lie very late in bed) she wished her 
aunt had stayed in Boston, for a little time at least. 
It had been very delightful, waking up in the dear old 
room and seeing Betty's kind face bending over her,— 
Betty, who had heard of her young mistress's return with 
a gush of glad tears, and then at once bethought herself as 
to what there was nice for the wanderer to eat. Just as sho 
used to do when Ethie was a young lady at home, Betty 
had carried her pan of coals and tindlings into the cham- 
ber where Ethie was lying, and kneeling on the hearth had 
made tlie brightest of fires, while Ethie, with half closed 
lids, watched her dreamily, thinkuig how nice it was to be 
cared for again, and conscious only of a vague feeling of 
delicious rest and quiet, which grew almost into positive 
s she counted the days it would take for Aunt 
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Barbara's letter to go to Iowa and for EicJiard to answer 
it in person, as he surely would do if all which Aunt Bar- 
bara had said was true. 

Ethie was not quite sure tbat she loved him even now, 
but she had thought of him bo mucli daring the last two 
years, and now, when he was so near, she longed to see 
bim again, — to hear his voice and look into his eyes. 
They were handsome eyes, as she remembered them; 
kindly and pleasant, too, — at least they had been so to her, 
save on that dreadful night, the memory of which always 
made her shiver and grow ftdnt. It seemed a dream now, 
— a far-off, unhappy dream,— which she would fain fot^t 
just aa she wanted Richard to forget her foibles and give 
her another chance. She had bidden Aunt Barbara write 
to say that she was there, and so after the tempting break- 
fast, which had been served in her room, and which she 
Lad eaten sitting ap in bed, because Betty insisted that it 
should be ao, — and she was glad to be petted and humored 
and made into a comfortable invalid, — Aunt Barbara 
brought her writing mat«rials into the room, and bid- 
ding Eithie lie still and rest herself began the letter to 
Eichard. 

But only the date and name were written, when Betty, 
coming in with a few geranium leaves and a white fuchsia 
which she had purloined from her mistress's house plants, 
announced Mrs. Van Btiren's arrival, and the pleasant 
morning was at an end. Mrs. Br. Van Buren had come up 
from Boston to harrow money from her sister for the liqui- 
dation of certain debts contracted by her son, and which 
she had not the ready means to meet. Aunt Barbara had 
accommodated her once or twice before, saying to her as 
she signed the check, " That money in the bank was put 
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there for Ethie, but no one knows if she will ever need ifc, 
so it may as well do somebody some good." 

It had done good by relieving Mrs. Van Buren of a load 
of harassing care, for monev was not as plenty with her as for- 
merly, and now she wanted more. She was looking rather 
old and worn, and her cloak was last year's fashion, hut 
good enough forCHcopee, slie refiected, as she hurried into 
the house and stamped the muddy, melting snow from her 

Utter amazement seemed the prevailing sensation in her 
mind when she learned that Ethelyn had returned, and 
then her selfishness began to suggest that possibly Barbara's 
funds, saved for Etbie, might not now be as accessible for 
Frank. She was glad, though, to see her niece, but pro- 
fessed herself terribly shocked at her altered appear- 

" TTpon my word, I would not have recognized you," 
she Slid sitting down upon the bed and looking Ethie 
fully m tlie face 

Aunt Birbara, thinking her sister might like to have 
Ethii alone for a little had piirposelj left the room and so 
Mis. Van Bnren wis free to say nhat she pleased. She 
had telt a good deal irritated tow-ud Etbie fir sime time 
past In tact ever smce Richai 1 became Governor she 
had biamei her nietL toi unning away from the hinor 
which might ha\e bten hers A*; aunt to the Governors 
lady, she, too, would have come in for a share of the eclat; 
and so, as she smoothed out the folds of her stone-colored 
merino, she felt m if she had been sorely aggrieved by that 
thin, whitefaced woman, who really did not greatly re- 
semble the rosy, bright-faced Ethelyn to whom Frank Van 
Buren had once talked love among the Chicopee hills. 
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"No, I doat Mieve I fh uld hi e known you," Mra. 
Van Buren c ntinucd Wliit hi^e you been about to 
fade you so ! 

Few womei like ts hear that they have faded, even if 
they know it to te true ind Ethie s cheek flushed a little 
as she asked with a smile Am I really such a 
fright? " 

" 'vVhy, uo, not a fright I No one with the Bigelow fea- 
tures can ever be that. But you are changed ; and I aai 
sure Richard would think so too. You know he has beeu 
■Governor!" 

Ethie nodded, and Mrs, Yan Buren continued : " Tou 
lost a great deal, Ethelyn, when you went away ; and I 
must say that, though of course you had much provocation, 
you did a very foolish thing to leave your husband as you 
did, and involve us all, to a certain extent, in disgraca" 

It was the fii'st direct intimation Ethie had received that 
her family had suffered from mortification on her account 
She had felt that they must, and knew that she deserved 
some censure ; but as kind Aunt Barbara had withheld it, 
she was not willing to hear it from Mrs. Van Buren, and 
for an instant her eyes flashed, and a hot reply trembled on 
her lips; but she restrained herself, and merely said, "I 
am sorry if I di^raced you. Aunt Sophie. I was very un- 
happy at the time." 

" Certainly ; I understand that, but the world does not ; 
and if it did, it forgot all when your husband became 
Governor. He was greatly honored and esteemed, I hear 
from a friend who spent a few weeks at Dea Moines, and , 
everybody was so sorry for him." 

" Did they talk of me ? " Ethie asked, repenting the next 
minute that she had been at all curious in the matter. 
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Mrs. Van Buren, bent upon anuoyiog her, replied, 
" Some, yes ; and knowing the Governor as they did, it ia 
natural they sliould blame yoa more than hira. Tliere was 
a ramor of his getting a divorce, but my friend did not be- 
lieve it, and neither do I, though divorces are easy to get 
oat West. Have you written to bim ? Are yon not most 
afraid he wUl tMnk yon came l>ack because he has been 
Governor ! " 

" Aunt Sophie ! " and Ethie looked very much like ter 
former self, as she started from her pillow and confronted 
ber interlocutor. " He cannot think so, I never knew he 
had been Governor until I heard it from Aunt Barbara last 
night. I came back for no honors, no object My work 
was taken from me ; I had nothing more to do, and I was 
BO tired, and sick, and weary, aad longed so ranch for home. 
Don't begmdge it to me, Aunt Sophie, that I came to see 
Aunt Barbara once more. I won't stay long in anybody's 
way; and if— if he likes, Eichard— can — get— that — di- 
vorce — as soon as lie pleases." 

The last came gaspingly, and showed the real state of 
Ethie's feelings. In all the five long years of her absence 
the possibility that Richard would seek to separate himself 
from her bad never crossed her mind. She had looked 
upon bis iove for her as something too strong to be shaken, 
— as the great rock in whose shadow she could rest when- 
ever she so desired. At first, when the tide of angry pas- 
sions was raging at her heart, she had said she never should 
desire it, that her strength was suificient to stand alone 
^wnst tbe world ; bnt as the weary weeks and months 
crept on, and her anger had time to cool, and she had learned 
better to know the meaning of " standing alone in the 
world," and thoughts of Richard's many acts of love and 
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kindness kept recurring to lier mind, she had come gradu- 
ally to see that the one object in the future to which she was 
looking forward was to return to Aant Barbara and a pos- 
sible reconciliation with her husband. The first she had 
achieved, and the second seemed so close within her gi'asp, 
that in her secret heart she had esulted that, after all, she 
was not to be more sorely punished than she had been, — 
that she could not have been so very much in fault, or Pro- 
vidence would have placed greater obstacles in the way of 
her restoration to all that now seemed desirable. But 
Ethie's path back to peace and quiet was not to be free 
ftx)m thorns, and for a few minutes she writhed in pain, as 
she thought how possible, and even probable, it was that 
Richard should seek to be free from one who had troubled 
him BO much. Life looked very dreary to Ethelyn that 
moment, — drearier than it ever had before, — but she was 
too proud to betray her real feelings to her aunt, who, 
touched by the look of anguish on her niece's face, began 
to change her tactics, and say how glad she was to have 
her back under any circumstances, and she presumed Richard 
would be too. She knew ho would, In fact ; and if she 
were Ethie, she should write'to him at once, apprising him 
of her return, but not making too many concessions. Men 
could not bear them, and it was better always to hold a 
stiff rein, or there was danger of a collision. She might as 
well have talked to the winds, for all that Ethie heard or 
cared She was thinking of Richard, and the possibility that 
she might not be welcome to him now. If so, nothing could 
tempt her to intrude herself upon him. At all events, she 
would not make the first advances. She would let Richard 
fiud out that she was there through some other source than 
Auut Barbara, who should not now write the letter. It 
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would look too muoit like begg^ing him to take her back. 
This was Etbie's decision, from wKich she could not be 
moved; and when, oext day, Mrs. Van Buren went hack 
to Boston with the check for Sl.OOO, which Aunt Barbara 
had given her, she was pledged not to communicate with 
Richard Maitham in any way, while Aunt Barbara was held 
to the same promise. 

" He wii! find it out some time. I prefer that he should 
act unbiassed by anything we can do," Ethelyn said to 
Aant Barbara, "He might feel obliged to come if you 
wrote to him that I was here, and if he came, the sight of 
me so changed might shock him as it did Aunt Van Buren. 
She verily thought me a fright," and Ethie tried to smile 
as she recalled her Aunt Sophie's evident surprise at her 

The change troubled Ethie more than she eared t« con- 
fess. Nor did the villagers' remarks, when they came in to 
see her, tend to soothe her ruffled feelings. Pale, and thin, 
and languid, she moved about the house and yard like a 
mere shadow of her former self, having, or seeming to have, 
no object in life, and worrying Aunt Barbara so greatly 
that the good woman began at last seriously to inquire 
what was best to do. Suddenly, lite an inspiration, there 
came to her a thought of Clifton, the famous water-cure in 
Western New York, where health, both of body and soul, 
had been found by so many thousands. And Ethie caught 
eagerly at the proposition, accepting it on one condition, — 
she would not go there as Mrs. Markkam, where the name 
might be recognized. She had been Miss Bigelow ahroad, 
she would be Miss Bigelow again ; and so Aunt Barbara 
yielded, mentally asking pardon for the deception to which 
she felt she was a party ; and when, two weeks after, the 
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derk at Clifton ■water-cure looked over his list to see what 
rooms were engaged, and. to whom, he found " Misa Adfi- 
laide Bigelow, of Mass.," put down for No. 101, while 
" GoTemor Markham, of Iowa," was down for No. 102. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 



te-^IHEl were very fiill at CI fto that n er for 
ffj^^ the newluidng v-is not ompletel a 1 ev y 
[g^-Sm a lable po nt was tiken f m nirr v tra t- 
cd No 94 tlie ppcr hall 3own to mo e spac ous N 9 
o il e lower floor where the da nj, e and no se and 
mould and ncll of c al a d cooling an 1 batl rooms 
mad t anyth g but agrceible A very qu et pla e 

■w ii nly few nval Is too weak and !a gu d and too 
n u 1 b rl ed tl en elvo ^d the r eon pla nts t 
note or care for th r no ght rs a plice where one ! ea 
almost "a much e^cl ded fro n the wo Id as f murad 
It th n convent Willi a place where dress, and fa h n an 1 
d at ct on w ere ui k own save a aometh g ex at ng afar 
off There the tu ti oJ and eic ten ent of 1 fo were go <r 
on Tbs was Ethelyns dea of C! fton anl hen at 
fo r o clock on a b ght Ju e atternoon the hedvilj laden 
trai itoppel bef re the 1 ttle bro v stat o ad C! ft 
wa 1 ouf ed n her eara she 1 oko 1 out w th a bew Ideted 
in] of feel g up n the rowl of gi^ly dressed peoj.1 
cnngiej,ated upon the platform Heads were u vered 
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and bair frizzled, and curled, and braided, and puffed, and 
arranged in every eonceipable shape, sJiowing that even to 
that " quiet town " the hairdresser's craft had penetrated. 
Expanded criuolme, with light, fleecy robes, and ri.bb( 
and laces, and flowers, was there, with bright, eager, fiealth- 
fol faces, and snowy hands wafting losses to some depart- 
ing friend, and then stretehed out to gi'eet some ne 
rival. There was no trace of sickness, no token of disease 
among the smiling crowd ; and Ethelyn feared she had 
made a mistake and alighted at the wrong place, as she 
gave her checks to J'okn, and then taking her seat in the 
omnibus, sat waiting and listening to the lively sallies and 
playful remarts around her. Nobody spoke to her, no- 
body stared at her, nobody seemed to think of her; and 
for that she was thankful, as she sat with her veil drawn 
closely over her face, looking out upon the not very pre- 
tentions dwellings they were passing. The scenery around 
Clifton is charming; and to the worn, weary invalid, escaping 
from the noise, and heat, and bustle of the busy city, there 
seems to come a rest and a quiet, from the sunlight which 
fells upon the hills, to the cool, moist meadow-lands, where 
the ferns and the mosses grow, and where the rippling 
of the sulphur brook gives out constantly a soothing, 
pleasant kind of music. But for the architecture of the 
town not very much can be said ; and Ethie, who had 
longed to get away from Chicopee, where everybody knew 
her story, and all looked so curiously at her, confessed to 
a feeling of homesickness as her eyes fell upon the black- 
smith shop, tbe dressmaker's sign, the grocery on the cor- 
ner, where were sold various articles of food forbidden by 
doctor and nurse ; the school-house to the right, where a 
group of noisy children played, and the little church further 
14* 
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on, where the Methodist people worshipped. She did not 
see the " Cottage" then, with its flowers, and vines, and 
nicely shaven lawn, for hev back was to it; nor the hand- 
some grounds, where the shadows from the tall trees fall 
so softly upon the velvet grass ; and the winding gravelled 
walks, which intersect each other, and give an impression 
of greater space than a closer investigation will warrant. 

" I can't stay here," was Ethie's thought, as she stepped 
' t th h 11 d was conducted to her room, feeling utterly 
1 Ij i tched, and certain that she never could bo 
t t d th e. 

Sh bad t yet met the kindness and sympathy of those 
wh b ss it is to care for the patients, or felt the in- 
fl f g od, the tendency to rouse all the better im- 

p 1 f nature, which seems to pervade the very 

tm ph f Clifton, But she felt this influence very 
d 1 second letter to Aunt Barbara was filled with 
praises of Clifton, where she had made so many friends, in 
spite of her evident desire to avoid society and stay by her- 
self. She had passed through the usual ordeal attending 
the advent of every new fece, especially if that fece be a 
little out of the common order of faces. She had been 
inspected in the dining-room, and bath-room, and chapel, 
both when she went in and when she went out. She had 
been talked up and criticised from the way she wore her 
hair to the hang of her skirts, which had trailed the floor 
with a sweep unmistakably aristocratic, and stamped her 
as somebody. The sack and hat brought from Paris had 
been copied by three or four, and pronounced distinguS, 
but ugly by as many more, while Mrs. Peter Pry set her- 
self industriously at work to find out just who and what Miss 
Bigelow was. As the result of this research, it bad been 
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ascertained that the young lady was remotely connected 
with the BigelowB of Boston, and had something of her 
own, — that she had spent aevei'al years abroad, and could 
speak both French and German with perfect ease ; that she 
had been at the top of Mont Blanc, and passed part of a 
winter at St. Petersburg, and seen a crocodile in the river 
Nile, and a Moslem burying-ground in Constantinople, and 
Lad t!ie cholera at Milan, the varioloid at Borne, and was 
marked between the eyes and on the chin, and was twenty- 
five year 11 d d 1 t wear false hair, nor use Laird's 
Liquid P I as w t first suspected from tie clearness 
of her c mp[ d did wear crimping-pins at night, 

and paj A th b th-girl, extra for bringing up the 

morning b th d was more interested in the chapel exer- 
cises wh th t -ff ad Centre was there, and bought 
cream e j g f Mrs, King, and sat up at night long 
after the g w t d off, and was at Clifton for spine in 
the bacli, d h d 1 ffl lities generally. These few items, 
togethei th th m se that sho had had some 
trouble, — d pp t ent, most likely, which affected 
her health — 11 M . Pry could learn, and she detailed 
them to y wh uld listen, until Ethelyn's history, 
from th Prj j t f iew, was pretty generally known, 
and the t m d f ery good quality and virtue. 
The Mrs. Pry of this snmmer was not ill-natured 
was simply curious; and as she said more good thai 
of people, she was generally liked and tolerated by all, 
was not a feshionahle woman, nor an educated w( 
though veiy popular with her neighbors at home, and she 
was there for numbness and swollen knees ; and having 
knit socks for four years for the soldiers, she now 
stockings for the soldiers' orphans, and took a dash every 
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momiag, and screamed loud enough to be heard to the 
depot when she took it, and had a pack every afternoon, 
and corled her right ear with cotton, which she always 
took oQt when in a pack, so as to hear whatever might bo 
said ia the hall, her opea ventilator being the medium of 
sound. This was Mi^. Peter Pry, drawn from no one in 
particular, bat a fan* exponent of characters found in other 
places than Clifton Springs. Rooming on the same floor 
with Ethelyn, whom she greatly admired, the good woman 
persisted until she overcame the stranger's shyness, and 
succeeded in establishing, first, a bowing, then a speaking, 
and finally, a calling acquaintance between them, — the calls, 
Lowcver, being mostly upon one side, and that thopr^inff 
one. 

Ethic had been at Clifton for three or four weeks, 
and the dimensions of No. 101 did not seem half so 
circumscribed as at first On the whole, she was con- 
tented, especially after the man who snored, and the 
woinan who wore squeaky boots, and talked in her sleep, 
vacated No. 102, the lai^, airy, pie^ant room adjoining 
her own. There was no one in it now, but Mary, 
the chambermaid, said it was soon to be occupied by a 
sick gentleman, adding that she believed ho had the con- 
sumption, and hoping his coughing would not fret Miss 
Bigclow. Ethie hoped so, too. Nervousness, and, indeed, 
diseases of al! kinds, seem to develop rapidly at Clifton, 
where one has nothing to do but to watch each new 
sympt.oin, and report to physician or nurse, and Ethie was 
not aii esception. She was very uervons, and she found 
iierself dreading the arrival of the sick man, wondering 
if his cougJiing would keep her awake nights, and if 
the light from her candle shining out into the darkened hall 
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would arnioy and worry him, as it had worried the woman 
opposite, who complained that she coald not rest with that 
glimmer ou tiie wall, showing that somebody was ap, who 
might at any moment mate a noise. That he was a per- 
son of consequence she readily guessed, for an extra pair 
of pillows was taken into his room, and a roctiog-tihair 
possessed of two whole arms, and No. 109, also vacant 
just then, was riSed of its round stand and footstool, 

and Mrs. I'ry reported that Dr. F himself had been 

up to see that all was comfortable, and Miss Clark had 
ordered a bettor set of springs, with a new hair mattress, 
and somebody had put a bouquet of flowers in the room, 
and hung a muslin curtain at the window. 

" A bighug, most likely," Mrs. Peter Pry said, when, 
after her pack, she brought her knitting for a few nio- 
ments into Ethelyn's room, and wondered who the man 
conld be, 

Ethelyn did not care partioalarly who he was, provided 
Be did not cough nights, and keep her iwake, in which case 
she should feel constrained to change her room, an alter- 
native she did not care to contemplate, as she had become 
more attached to No. 101 than she had at first supposed it 
possible. Ethelyn was very nervous that day, and, had she 
]>elieved in presentiments, she would hive thought that 
something was about to befall her, so heavy was the gloom 
weighing upon her spirits, and so dark the future looked to 
her. She was going to have a headache, she feared, and as 
a means of throwing it off, she started for a waik to Rocky 
Hun, a dbtaace of a mile or more. It was a cool, hazy 
July afternoon, such as always carried Ethie back to Chi- 
copee, and the days of her happy girlhood, when her heart 
was not so heavy and sad as it was now. With thoughts 
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of Chicopee came also thoughts of Ricliard, aiid Ethie'a 
eyes were moist with tears aa she looted toward the sotting 
SHU, and wondered if he ever thouglit of her now, or had 
he forgotten her, and was the story tme of his seeking for 
a divorce? Tliat rumor had troubled Ethie greatly, and 
was the reason why she did flot improve as the physician 
hoped she would when she flrs came o CI ft i. Sitting 
down upon the hridge across 1 e creek she bowed her 
head in her hands, and went o\e aga n w W all the dread- 
ful past, blaming herself now mo e tha sh d d Richard, 
and wishing that much could be im 1 e f all that had 
transpired to make her what he va. and wl ilc she sat 
there the Western train appeared in view, and mechanically 
rising to her feet, Ethie turned her steps hack toward the 
Cure, standing aside to let the long train go by, and 
feeling, when it passed her, a strange, sudden throb, aa if it 
were fraught with more than ordinary interest to her. 
Usually, that Western train, the distant roll of whose 
wheels, and the echo of whose scream, quickened so many 
hearts wdting for news from home, bad no special interest for 
her. It never brought her a letter. Her name was never 
called in the exciting distribution which took place in the 
parlor, or on the long piazza, after the eight o'clock mail 
arrived, and so she seldom heeded it ; but to-night there 
was a difference, and she watched the long line curiously 
until it passed the comer by the old brown farm-house and 
disappeared from view. It had left the station long ere 
she reached the Cure, for she had walked slowly, and lights 
were shining from the different rooms, and there was a 
sound of singing in the parlor, and the party of croquet 
players had come up from the lawn, and ladies were hurry- 
ing toward the bath-room, when she came in and climbed 
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the three flights of stairs which led to the foui-fh floor. 
There was a ligtt in Ko. 102, the door was partly ajar, and 
the doctor was there, asting somB question of the tall 
figure, whose outline Ethelyn dimly descried as sJie went 
into her room. There was more talting after a little,— 
more going m and out ; while Mary Ann brought up some 
supper on atray, and John brought a travelling trunk much 
larger than liimself; and, without Mrs. Pry's assurance, 
Ethie knew that the occupant of No. 102 had arrived. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 




B DID not cough, but he seemed to oe a restless 
spirit, for Ethie heard bim pacing up and down, 
his room long after the gas was turned off 
a candle eituignished. Once, alie heard a long- 
er groan, which made her start suddenly, for 
n the tone carried her to Olney, and the house 
on the prairie. It was late ere she slept, and when next 
morning she awote, the nervous headache, which had 
threatened her the previous night, was upon her in full 
force, and kept her for nearly the entire day confined to 
her bed. Mrs. Pry was spending the day in Phelps, and, 
with this source of information cut off, Ethelyn heard 
nothing of No. 102 further than tlie chambermaid's casual 
remark that " tlie gentleman was quite an invalid, and for 
the present was to take his meals and hatha in his room to 
avoid so much going up and down stairs." 
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Who he was Etheljn did not know or care, though 
twice she woke from a feverish sleep with the impression 
that she had heard Richard speaking to her ; but it was 
only Jim, the bath man, taUiing in the nest room, and she 
laid her throbbing head agaia upon her pillow, while her 
new neighbor dreamed in tnrn of her, and woke with 
the strange fancy that she was near him. Ethie's head 
was better that night ; so much better tbat she dressed 
herself and went down to the parlor in time to hear the 
calling of the letters aa the Western mail was distti- 
biated. Usually she felt but little interest ia the affair 
further than watching the eager, anxious faces bending 
near the boy, and the looks of joy or disappointment 
which followed failure and success. To-night, however, 
it was different. She was not expecting a letter heraeif. 
Hobody wrote to her but Aunt Barbara, whose letters 
came in the morning, but she was conscions of a strange 
feeling of espectaucy, and taking a step toward, the table 
around which the excited gioup weie congiegated, she 
stood leaning against a column, while name aftei name was 
called. First the letters, a ai.ore or two, and tben the pa- 
pers, things of less impoi'tanLe, but still snatched eagerly 
by those who could get nothing better There was a 
paper for Mrs. Morehouse, and Mis. Stone, and Mrs 'Wil- 
son, and Mrs, Tunier, while Mr. Danforth had half a dozen 
or less, and then Perry paused a moment over a new name, 
— one which had never before been called in the parlor at 
Clifton : 

" Hon. Richard Markham." 

Tlie name rang out loud and cb.ir, and Ethie grasped 
the pillar to keep herself from falling. She did not hear 
Mr. I>8,nforth explaining that it was " Governor Markham 
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froni Iowa, who came the night before." She did not 
know, either, how she left the parlor, for the next thing 
of which she was perfectly conaciooa was the fact that she 
was hurrying up the stairs and tlirough the unfinished 
LalJs tflward her own room, casting frighten'ed glances 
avonud, and almost shrieking with excitemeat when 
through the open i3oor of No. 102 she heard Dr. Haynes 
speaking to some one, and in the voice which answered 
recognized her husband. 

He was there, then, next to her, separated by only a 
thin partition, — the husband whom she had not seen for 
five long years, whom she had voluntarily left, resolving never 
to go back to him again, was there, and by crossing a single 
threshold, she could faU at his feet and sue for the forgive- 
ness she had made up her mind to crave should she ever see 
bim agaia. Dr. Haynes' next call was upon her, and he 
found her feinting upon the floor, where she had fallen in 
the excitement of the shock she had experienced. 

" It was a headache," she said, when questioned aa to the 
eanse of the sudden attack ; but her eyes had in theni a 
fiigbtened, startled look, for which the doctor could not 
account. 

There was something about her cjise which puzzled and 
perplexed him, " She needed perfect quiet, but must not 
be lefl alone," he said, and so a!! that night Richard, who 
was very wakeful, watched the light shining out into the hail 
from the room nest to his own, and heard occasionally a mur- 
mur of low voices as the nurse put some question to Ethie, 
who answered always in whispers, while her eyes turned fur- 
tively toward No. 103, asif fearful that its occupant would 
hear and know how near she was. For three days her door 
was locked against all intruders, for the headache and ner- 
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sous excitement did not abate one whit. How could they, 
when every sound from No, 102, every footfall on the floor, 
every tone of Kichaj'd'a voice speaking to servants or pbysi- 
ciau quickened the rapid beats and sent the hot blood throb- 
bing fiercely through the temple veins and down the neck? 
At Clifton they are accustomed to every phase of nervous- 
uessjfrom spasms at the creakingof aboard to thestumbhng 
up stairs of the fireman in the early winter morning, and 
once when Ethie shuddered and turned her head aside 
at the sound of Richard's step, the attendant said to the 
physician— 

i boots, I think, which make her 



There was a deprecating gesture on Ethic's part, but it 
passed unnoticed, and when next the doctor went to visit 
Richard he said, in a half-apologetic way, that the young 
lady in the next room was suffering from a violent head- 
ache, which was ajjgravated by every sound, even the squeak 
of a boot, — would Gov. Markham greatly object to wear- 
ing slippers for a while ! Dr. Haynes was sorry to trouble 
him, hut " if they would effect a euro they must keep their 
patients quiet, and guard against everything tending to in- 
crease nervous irritation." 

Gov. Markham would do anything in his power for the 
young lady, and ho asked some questions concerning her. 
Ifad he annoyed her much ! Was she very ill 3 And 
what was her name ! 

" Bigelow," he repeated after Dr. Haynes, thinking of 
Aunt Barbara in Chicopee, and thinking of Ethelyn, too, 
but never dreaming how near she was to him. 

He had eome to Clifton at the earnest solicitation of 
some of his friends, who had for themselves tested the 
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healing properties of the waters, but lie had littlo faith that 
anything could cure so long as the pain was so heavy at 
his heart. It had not lessened one jot with the lapse of 
years. On the contrary it seemed harder and harder to 
bear, as the months went by and brought no news of Ethie. 
Ob ! how he wanted her back again, even if she came as 
wilful and imperious as she used to be at times, when the 
high spirit was roused to its utmost, and even if she had 
no love for him, as she had once avorrod. lie could make 
her love him now, he said; ho tnew just where he had 
erred ; and many and many a tiioe m dreams he had 
strained the wayward Ethie to his bosom m the tond caress 
which from its very force should impaat to her some faint 
sensation of joy. He had stroked her beautiful brown hair, 
and caressed her smooth round cheek, and pressed her little 
hands, aud made hci' listen to him till the dark eyes flashed 
into his own with something of the tenderness he felt for 
her. Then, with a start, he had wakened to find it all a 
dream, and only darkness around hira, Ethie was not 
there. The arms which had held her so lovingly wore 
empty, the pillow where her dear head had lain was un- 
touched, and he was alone as of old. Even that handsome 
house he had built for her had ceased to interest him, for 
Ethie did not come back to enjoy it. She would never 
come now, he smJ, and he had had many fancies as to what 
her end had been, and where her grave could be. Here 
at Clifton he had thought of her continually, but not that 
she was alive. Andy's faith in her return was as strong as 
ever, but Eichard's had all died out. Ethie was dead, and 
when asked by Dr. Haynes if ho had a wife, he answered 

"I had one, but I lost fier." 
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He had no thought of deception, or how soon the story 
would circulate through the house that be was a widower, 
or that, aa ox-Governor of Iowa, and a man just in his 
prime, he would hecome an object of speculative interest 
to every niarri^eable' woman there. He had no thought 
nor cave for the ladies, though for the Miss Bigelow, whom 
hife h ota an oyed be did feel a passing interest, and Ethie, 
whose ears see ed donbly sharp, heard him in his closet, 
adjust g the th n soled slippers, which made no sound upon 
tl e arpet. She teard him, too, as he moved his water 
p tcher a d Lnew he was doing it quietly for lier. The 
dea of be ng cared for by him, even if he did not Itnow 
who si e vas was ery soothing and pleasant, and she fell 
1 toi £ et slee[ which lastedseveralhours.whileKichard, 
on the other s,ide of the wall, scarcely moved, so fearful was 
he of wonying the young lady. 

Ethie's headache spent itself at last, and she awoke at 
the close of the third day, free from pain, but veiy weak 
and Linguid, and wholly unequal to the task of entertaining 
Mra. Peter Pry, who Lad been so disti'essed on her ac- 
count, and was so delighted with a chance to see and talk 
with her again. Ethie knew she meant to be kind, and be- 
lieved she was sincere in her professions of friendship. At 
another time she might have been glad to see her ; but 
now, when she guessed what the theme of conversation 
would be, she felt a thrill of terror as the good womaa 
came in, knitting in hand, and announced her intention of 
sitting through the chapel exercises. She was not going 
to praJe^meeting that night, she said, for Dr. Foster was 
absent, and they were always stupid when he was away. 
She could not undei'stand all Mr. Glenn said, his words 
were so learned, while the man who talked so long, and 
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never came to the point, was insofferable in hot weather ; 
80 she preferred to stay with Mba Bigelow, who, she sup- 
posed, knew that she had a Governor for her next door 
neighhor, — Governor Markham,fi-om Iowa, — and a widower, 
too, Dr. Haynes had told her, 

" A widower ! " and Ethie looked up so inquiringly that 
Mrs. Pry, mistaking the nature of her sudden interest, went 
oa more flippantly. " Yes, and a splendid looking man, 
too, if he wasn't sick. I saw him in the chapel this morn- 
ing,— the only time he has been there, — and sat where I 
had a good view of his face. They say he is very rich, and 
has one of the handsomest places in Davenpoil.." 

" Does he live in Davenport ) " Ethie asked, in some 
surprise, and Mrs. Pry replied — 

"Yes; and that Miss Owens, from New Yorkjis setting 
her cap for him already. She met him in Washington, a 
few years ago, and the minute chapel exercises were over, 
she and her mother made up to him at once. I'm giad 
there's somebody good, enough for them to notice. If 
there's a person I dislike it's that Suaau Owens, I do hope 
she'll find a husband. It's what she's here for, everybody 

Mrs. Peter had dropped a stitch while animadverting 
against Miss Susan Owens, from New York, and stopped a 
moment while she picked it up. It would be difBcult to de- 
scribe Ethelyn's emotions as she heard her own husband talked 
of as something marketable, which others than Susan Owens 
might covet. He was evidently the lion of the season. It 
was something to Jiavc a Governor of Richard's reputation 
in the house, and the gaesta made the most of it, wishing 
ho would join them in the parlor or on the piazza, and re- 
gi'etting that he stayed so constantly in his room. Many 
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attempts were made to di'aw him out, Mra. and Miss 
Owens, on tlie strongtli of their acquaintance in Wasbing- 
toB, venturing to call upon him, and advising him to take 
more exercise. Miss Owens' voice was loud and clear, and 
Ethie heard it distinctly as the young lady talted and 
laughed with Richard, and the hot blood coursed rapidly 
through, her veins, and the first genuine pangs of jealousy 
she had ever felt crept into her heart as she guessed what 
might possibly be in Miaa Owens' mind. Many times she 
resolved to make herself known to him ; but uncertainty as 
to how she might be received, and the i-emembrance of 
what Mrs. Van Bnren had said with regard to the divorce, 
held her back ; and bo, with only a thin partition between 
them, and within souud of each other's footsteps, the hus- 
band and wife, so long eMranged from each other, lived on, 
day after day, Richard spending the most of his time in his 
room, and Ethelyn managing so adroitly when she came in 
and when she went out, that she never saw so much as his 
shadow apon the floor, and did Bot know whether he was 
greatly changed or not 



CHAPTER XXZIV. 

IN JUCHAac's ROOM, 

d been sick for a h 
is frequently the case, the baths did not agree 
| B^a5^ with him at first, and Mrs. Pry reported to Ethe- 
lyn that the Governor was confined to his bed, and saw no 
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one but the doctor and nurses, not even " tliat bold Miss 
Owens, who had been to Geneva for a bouquet, which sho 
sent to his room with her compliments." This Mrs. Pry 
itiew to be a fact, and she repeated the story to Ethelyn, 
who scarcely heard what she was saying for the many emo- 
tions swelling at her heart. That Richard shodd be sick 
soneai- to her, his wife, — that other hands than hers should 
tend his pillow and minister to his wants, — did not seem 
right ; and when she recalled the love and tender care 
which had been so manifest the time when he came home 
from WiKhington and found her so ill, the wish grew strong 
within her to do something for him. But what to do, — 
that was the perplexing question. She dared not go openly 
to him, until assured that she was wanted ; and so there 
was nothing left but to imitate Miaa Owens and adorn his 
room with flowers. Surely she bad a right to do so much, 
and still her cheek crimsoned like some young girl's as she 
gathered the choicest flowei-s the little town afforded, and 
arranging them into a most tasteful bouquet, sent them in 
to Richard, vaguely hoping that at least in the cluster of 
double pinks which had been Richard's favorite, there 
might be hidden some mesmeric power or psychological in- 
fluence which should speak to the sict man of the wayward 
Ethie who had troubled him so much. 

Richard was sitting up in bed when Mary brought the 
bouquet, saying " Miss Bigelow sent it, thinking it might 
cheer him a bit. Should she put it iu the tumbler near 
Miss Owens' ? " 

Richard took it in hb hand, and an exclamation of 
delight escaped him as he saw and smeiled the fragrant 
pinks, whose perfume carried him first to Olney and Andy's 
weedy beds in the front yard, and then to Chicopee, where, 
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ill Aunt Barbara's pretty garden, a large plat of them Lad 
been gi-owing wten lie went after liis bride. A high wind 
tad blown tbem down upon the walk, and ho had come 
upon Ethie one day trying to tie tbem up. Ho had pluclced 
a few, he remembered, telling Ethie they were his favorites, 
for perfume, while the red peony was his favorite for 
beauty. There had been a comical gleam in her brown 
eyes which he now knew was born of contempt for his 
taste with regard to fiowers. Red peonies were not the 
rarest of blossoms, — Melinda had taught him that when he 
suggested having them in his conservatory ; but surely no 
one oould object to these waxen, feathery pinks, whose 
odor was so delicious. Miss Bigelow liked them, else she 
had never sent them to hitn. And he kept the bouquet iu 
his hand, adm.iring its arrangement, inhaling the sweet per- 
fume of the delicate pints and heliotrope, and speculating 
upon the kind of person Miss Bigelow most be to have 
thought so much of him. He could account for Miss 
Owens' gift,— the hot-house blossoms, which had not moved 
him one-half so much as did this bunch of pints. Miss 
Owens had known him before, — had met him in Washing- 
ton ; he had been polite to her on one or two occasions, 
and it was natural that she should wish to be civil, at least 
while he was sick. But the lady in No. 101, — the Miss 
Bigelow for whom he had discarded boots and trodden on 
tiptoe half the time since his arrival, — why she should care 
for him he eould not guess ; and finally deciding that it was 
a pai't of Clifton, where everbody was so kind, he put the 
bouquet in the tumbler Mary brought and placed it on the 
stand beside him. He was very restless that night, and 
Ethie heard the watchman at his door asking if he wanted 
anything. 
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" Nothing," was the reply, and the voice, beai'd distinctly 
in the stillness of the night, was so feint and sad that Ethie 
hid her face in her pillow and sobbed, while the intense 
longing to see him grew so strong withio her that by morn- 
ing her resolution was taken to risk everything for the sake 
of looking upon him again. 

He did not require an attendant at night, — he preferred 
being alone, she had ascertained ; and she knew that his 
door was constantly left open for the admission of fresher 
ail'. The watchman only came into the hall once an hour 
or thereabouts, arid while Richard slept it would be com- 
paratiyely easy for her to steal into his room. Fortune 
seemed to fapor her, for when at nine the doctor, as usual, 
came up to pay his round of visits, she heard him say, " I 
will leave you something which never feils to make one 
sleep," anc! after two hours had passed she knew by the 
regular breathing which, standing on the threshold of her 
room, she eould dbtinctly hear, that Richard was sleeping 
soundly. The watchman had just made the tour of that 
hall, and the faint glimmer of his lantern was disappearing 
down the stairs. It would be an hour before he came 
again, and now, if ever, was her time. There was a great 
throb of fear at her heart, a choking sensation in her throat, 
a shrinking back from what might probably be the result 
of that midnight visit ; and then, nerving herself for the 
effort, she stepped out into the hall and listened. Every- 
thing was qniet, and every room was darkened, save by the 
moon, which at its full was pouring a flood of light through 
the southern window at the end of the hall, and seemed to 
bceton her on. She was standing now at Eiehard'a door, 
and she made no noise as she stepped cautiously across the 
threshold and stood within the chaml>er. The window 
15 
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faced the east, and the inside blinds were opened, while the 
moonlight lay upon the floor in a great sheet of silver, and 
showed her plainly the form and features of the sick man 
upon the bed. She knew "he was asleep, and with a beat- 
ing heart she drew near to him, and stood for a moment 
looking upon the face she had not seen since that wintry 
morning five years before, when, in the dim twilight, it bad 
bent over her, as if the lips would fain have asted forgive- 
ness for the angry words and deeds of the previous night. 
The face was pale now, and thin, and. the soft, brown hair 
was streaked with gray, making Eichard took older than he 
was. He bad suffered, and the suffering bad left its marks 
upon him so indisputably that Ethie could have cried oat 
with pain to see how changed he was. 

" Poor Richard," she whispered, softly, and kneeling by 
the bedside she laid her hot cheek as near as she dared to 
the white, wasted hand resting outside the counterpane. 

She did not thinfe what the result of waking bim 
might be. She did not especially care. She was bis wife, 
let what would happen, — bis erring, but repentant Ethie. 
She had a right to be there with bim, and so at last she 
took his hand between her own, and caressed it tenderly. 
Then Eichard moved, and moaning in his sleep seemed 
to have a \a_,ue consciouscesa that some one was with 
bim ; but the clumber into which he had fallen was too 
deep t be easily brf ken. Something he murmured about 
the nredicme and Ethie's hand held it to his lips, and 
Ethie s -mn was passed beneath his pillow as she lifted 
up his hei 1 while be swallowed it. Then, without unclos- 
ing his ej es he hy bick again upon his pillow, while Ethie 
stood over h m until the glimmer of the watchman's lamp 
passed lown the ball a second time, and disappeared 
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around tke corner. The watchman had stopped at Richard's 
door to listen, and Ettie had experienced a spasm of terror 
at the possibility of being discovered ; but with the receding 
footat«pa her fears left her, and she waited a half hour lon- 
ger, hoping tliat he might waken and recognize her. But 
Eichard did not waken, and at last, with a noiseless step, 
she glided back to her chamber. She had decided to 
write to her husband and take the consequences, and 
all the nest moraing her door was locked while she 
wrote to Eichard a long, humble letter, in which all 
the blame was taken upon herself, inasmuch as ste had 
made the great mistake of marrjing without love. " But 
I do love you now, Richard," she said ; " love you truly, 
too, else I should never be writing this to you, and ask- 
ing you to take me back and let me try to make you 
happy." 

It was a good deal for Ethie to confess that she had 
been so much in fault ; hot she did it honestly, and whea 
the letter was finished she felt as if ail that had been 
wrong and bitter in the past was swept away, a'nd a 
new era in her life had begun. She would wait till 
night, she said, — wait till all was again quiet in the hall 
and in the sick-room, and when tte boy came around 
with the mail, as he was sure to do, she would hand 
her letter to him, and bid him leave it in Governor 
Martham's room. The rest she could not picture to 
herself; but she waited impatiently for the long August 
day to draw to its close, and joined the guests in the 
parlor by way of passing the time, and appeared so 
bright and gay that those who had thought her proud, 
and cold, and reticent, wondered at the brightness of 
her face and the glad, e^er expression of her eyes. She 
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was pretty, after all, they thought, and even Mibb Owens, 
from New York, tried to be very gracious, and spoke 
to her of Governor Markham, whose room adjoined hers, 
and asked if she had seen him. Ethie did not care 
to talk of him, and, making some excuse to get away, 
left the room without hearing a whisper of the story 
which was going the rounds of the Cure, and which 
Miss Owens was desirous of communicating to some one 
who, like herself, would be likely to believe it a falsehood. 



CHAPTEE, XXXV. 



^wpiplRS. FEY was in a pack, a whole pack, too, which 
n^^ K ^'^^^ nothing free but ter head, and even that was 
|Bg^»a j bandaged in a wet napltin, so that the good wo- 
man was in a condition of great helplessness, and nervously 
counted the moments which must elapse ere Annie, the 
bath girl, would come to her relict Kow, as was always 
the case when in a pack, her ears were uncorked and turned 
toward the door, which she had purposely left ajar, so as 
not to lose a word, in case any of the ladies came down to 
that end of the hall and stood by the viiiidon wbUe they 
talked together. They were there now, some hilf i dozen 
or more, and they were talking eagerly ot the hit fresh 
piece of news brought by Mrs. Carter and daughtei, who 
had arrived from Iowa the day before, 'ind foi lack of ac 
commodation at the Cure had gone to the hotel. Both 
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were old patients, and well known in Clifton, and they had 
spent most of tie day at the Cure, hunting up old acquaint- 
auces and making new ones. Being something of lion- 
seekers, they had asked at the ofBce who was there worth 
knowing, the young lady's face wearing a \'ery important air 
as she glanced round upon the guests, and remarked, " How 
different they look from those charming people from Bos- 
ton and New York whom we met here last summer." 

It did not appear as if there was a single lion at Clifton 
this season, whether moneyed, literary, or notorious; and 
Miss Anne Carter thought it very doubtful whether she 
should remain or go on to Saratoga, as all the while she 
had wished to do. In great distress the clerk racked his 
brain to tliink who the notables were, and finally thought 
of Governor Markham, whose name acted like magic upon 
the new-comers. 

" Governor Markham here ! Strange, I never thought 
of Clifton when I heard that he was going East for his 
health H w is he? Does he improve? It is quite de- 
sirable that he should do so, if reports are true ; " and Mrs. 
Caiter looked \ery wise and knowingly upon the group 
wiich g'^tiiered around her, anxious to hear all she had to 
tell ot Go* emir Markham. 

She did not pretend that she knew him herself, as she 
lived some distance from Davenport; but she had heai'd a 
great deal about him and his handsome house ; and Anne, 
her daughter, who visited in Davenport, had been all over 
it after it was finished. Such a beautiful suite of rooms as 
he had fitted up for his bride ; they were the onvy and 
wonder of both Davenport and Rock Island, too, 

" His bride I We did not know he had ono. He passes 
for a widower here," several voices echoed in chorus ; and 
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then Mra. Carter began the atorj whicb had come to her 
through a doaea jnediiims, and which circulated rapidly 
through the house, but had not reached Mrs. Pry up to 
the time when, with her hlanltet and patchwork quilt, &he 
lay reposing in her pact, with her ears turned toward the 
door, ready to catch the faintest breath of gossip. 

She heard a great deal that afternoon, for the ladies at 
the end of the hall did not speak very low, and when, at 
last, she was released from her bandages and bad made 
her toilet, she hastened to Miss Bigelow to report what 
she had heard. Ethie had just returned from the parlor, 
and tired with her vigils of the previous night was lying 
down, but she bade Mrs. Pry come in, and then kept very 
quiet while the good woman a-sked if she had heard the 
news. Ethie had not, but her heart stood stil) while her 
visitor, speaking in a whisper, asked next if she was sure 
Governor Markham could not hear. That the news con- 
cerned herself Ethelyn was sure, and she was glad that her 
face was in a measure concealed from view as she listened 
to the story. 

Governor Martham's wife was not dead, as they had sup- 
posed. She was a shameless creature, who eight or ten 
years before eloped with a man a great deal younger than 
LerselE She was very beautiful, people said, and very fas- 
cinating, and the Govei'iior worshipped the ground she trod 
upon. He took her going off very hard at first, and for 
vears searcely held up his head. But lately he had seemed 
different, and had listened more favorably to a divorce, as 
advised by his friends. This, however, was after he met 
Miss Sallie Morton, whose father was a mUlionnaire in Chi- 
cago, and whose pretty fece had captivated the grave Gov- 
ernor. To got the divorce was a very easy matter tliere. 
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and the (governor was now free to maiTj- again. As Miss 
Morton preferred Davenport to any other place in Iowa, he 
had built him a magnificent house upon a bluff, finishing it 
elegantly, and taking untold pains with the suite of rooms 
intended for Lis bride. As Miss Sallie objected to marry- 
ing him -while ho was so machoEaninvalid, hehadcometo 
Clifton, hoping to re-establish his health so as to bring 
home his wife in the autumn. 

This was the story as told by Mrs. Pry, and considering 
that it had come to her through eight or ten different per- 
sons, she repeated the substance of it pretty accurately, 
and then stopped for Ethie's comment. But Ethie had 
nothiug to say, and when, surprised at her silence, Mi-s. Pry 
asked if she believed it all, there was still no reply, for 
Ethelyn had fainted. The reaction was too great from the 
bright anticipations of the hour before, to the crushing 
blow which had fallen so suddenly upon her hopes. That a 
patient at Clifton should feint was not an uncommon thing. 
Mrs. Pry had often felt lite it herself when just out of i 
pack, or a hot sulph b th d Eth ft t 1 
suspicion in her n d Sh w i f 1 th gh th t M 
Bigelow had not h d U tf t y b t Eth » J h 
that she had, and th Id d tl t f 1 ft to h If h 

might possibly si [ tl t wh t h d d S 

Mrs. Pry departed 1 Eth as 1 th tl t bl 

calamity which h 1 in p h Sh 1 d h 1 1 

"Water Core long ^b t kn th t t t! hi 

of what she heard wt iti tryhk as 

false in the parts prt gtoh Ifdhd t f 
her husband. SI Id hibf tith a 

suspected of having had an associate m her flight, and her 
cheeks crimsoned at tho idea, while slie wondered if Ricli- 
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ard lad ever thooght that of her. He had not at first, 
she tnew, else he had never sought for her so aealoas- 
ly as Aunt Barbara had intimated; but latterly, as he 
heard no tidings from her, ho might have surmised 
sojnething of the land, and that was the secret of the 
divorce. 

" O, Kichard ! Eichard I " she murmured, with her bauds 
pressed tightly over her lips, so as to smother all sound, 
" I felt so sure of your love. You were so different from 
me. I am punished more than I can bear." 

Ethie knew now how much she really loved her hus- 
band, and how the hope of eventually returning to him had 
been the day-star of her life. Had' she heard that he was 
lying dead in the next room, she would have gone to him 
at once, and claiming him as hers, would have found some 
comfort in weeping over him, and kissing his cold lips, but 
now it did indeed seem more than she could bear. She 
did not doubt the story of the divorce, or greatly disbe- 
lieve in the other wife. It was natural that many should 
seek to win his love, now that he had risen so high, and 
she supposed it was natural that he should wish for another 
companion. Perhaps he believed her dead, and Ethie's 
heart gave one great throb of joy as she thought of going 
in to him, and by her bodily presence contradicting that 
belieii and possibly winning him from his purpose. But 
Btjiie was too proud for that, and her nest feeling was one 
of exultation that she had not permitted Aunt Barbara to 
write, or herself talien any measures for communicating 
with him. He should never know how near she had been 
to him, or guess ever so remotely of the anguish she was 
enduring, as, only a few feet removed from him, she suf- 
fered, in part, all the pain and sorrow she had brought upon 
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him. Then, as she remembered the new house fitted for 
the bride, she said — 

" I must see that house. I must hnow just what is in 
store foe my rival. No ono knows me in Davenport, 
Richard is not at home, and there is no chance for my 
being recognized." 

With this decision came a vague feeling akin to hope 
that possibly the story was false, — that after all there was 
no liva], no divorce. At all events she should know for a 
certainty by going to Davenport; and with every nerve 
stretched to its utmost tension, Ethie arose from her bed 
and , packed her trunk qnietlv and quickly, and then 
going to the office, surprised the clerk with the announce- 
ment that she wished to leave on the ten o'clock train. 
She had received news which made her going so suddenly 
imperative, she s^d to him, and to the physician, whom 
she called upon next, and whose strong arguments against 
her leaving that night almost overcame her. But Ethie's 
will conquered, and when the train from the East came in 
she stood upon the platform at the station, her face closely 
veiled, and her heart throbbing with the doubts which 
began to assml her as to whether she were really doing a 
wise and prudent thing in going out alone and unprotected 
to the home she had no right to enter, and where she was 
not wanted. 



15* 
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IK DAVENPOET. 

|Ki^*»||OT, and dusty, and tired, and sick, and utterly 
m ra K 'I'^P^l^^ ^^^ wretched, Ethie looted drearily 
p.8j^."t| Q^t from the windows of her room at the hotel, 
whither she had gone on her first arrival in Davenport. 
Her head seemed bursting with giddiness and pain, and 
several times, as she stood tying her bonnet before the 
mirror, and drawing on her gloves, she glanced at the in- 
viting-looking bed, feeling strongly tempted to lie down 
among the pillows and wait till she was rested before she 
we t out n that broiling August sun upon her strange 
erra i B t a haunting presentiment of what the dizziness 
and pa n her head and temples portended urged her to 
do quiekly what she had to do ; so with another draught 
of the ce water she had ordered, and which only for a mo- 
ment coyled her feverish heat, she went from her room into 
the hall, where the boy was waiting who was to show her 
the way to " the Governor's house," He knew just wJiere 
it was. Everybody knew in Davenport, and the chamber- 
maid, to whom Ethie had put some questions, liad volunteer- 
ed the information that the Governor had gone East for hb 
health, and the house, she believed, was shut up, — but not 
shut so that she could not effect an entrance to it. She 
would find her way through every obstacle, Ethie thought, 
wondering at the strength which kept her up and made 
her feel equal to anything as she foUowed her conductor 
through street iifter street, onward and onward, up the 
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e the long windows and turrets of a most elegant 
wore visible. "When asked at the liotel if she 
would not have a carriage, she had replied that she pre- 
ferred to wait, feeling that in this way she should expend 
some of the fierce excitement consuming her lite an inward 
Are. It had not abated one whit when at last the house 
was reached, and dismissing her guide she stood a moment 
npon the steps, leaning her throbbing head against the 
door-post, and snmmoning courage to ringthebelj. Never 
before had she felt so mueli like an intruder, or so widely 
separated from her husband, as during the moment she 
stood at the threshold of his home, h^tating whether to 
ring or go away and give the matter up. She could not go 
away now that she had come so far, she finally decided. 
She must go in and see the place where Richard lived, and 
so, at last, she gave a pull to the bell which reverberated 
through the entire house, and brought Hannah, the house- 
maid, to see who was there. 

"Is Governor Markham at home?" Ethie asked, as the 
girl waited for her to say something. 

Governor Marldiam was East, and the folks all gone, the 
girl replied, staring a littio suspiciously at the stranger, 
who had advanced into the bali, and showed a disposition 
to make hereelf further at home by walking into the di-aw- 
ing-room, the door of which was slightly ajaiv 

" My name is Markham. I am a relative of the Gov- 
ernor's. I am from the East," Ethelyn volunteered, as she 
saw the girl expected some explanation. 

Had Hannah known more of Etbelyn, she might have 
suspected something; but she had not been long in the 
femily, and coming, aa she did, from St. Louis, the stoiy 
of her toaster's wife was rather mythical to her than other- 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



3i8 IN DAVBNrOItT. 

wise. That there was once a Mrs. Markham, who, for 
beauty, and style, and grandeur, was fer superior to Mrs. 
James, the present mistress of the establishment, she had 
heard vague mmors ; and only that morning, when dusting 
Richard's room, she had stopped her work a moment to 
admire the handsome picture which Eichard had had 
painted, from a daguerreotype of Bthie, taken when she 
was only seventeen. It was a beautiful girlish face, and 
the brown eyes were bright and soft, and full of eagerness 
and joy ; while the rounded cheeks and pouting lips were 
not much lite the pale, thin woman who now stood in the 
hall, claiming to be a relative of the family. Hannah 
never dreamed who it was ; but, accustomed to treat with 
respect everything pertaining to the Governor, she opened 
the door of the little reception-room, and asked the lady 
to go in there. 

" I'll send Mrs. Dobson, the housekeeper," she said ; and 
Ethie heard her shuffling tread as she disappeared through 
the hall and down the stairs to the regions where Mrs, 
Dobson reigned. 

Ethelyn was a little afraid of that dignitary ; something 
m the atmosphere of the house made her afraid of every- 
thing, and inspired her with the feeling that she had no 
business there, — that she was a trespasser, a spy, whom 
Mrs, Dobson would be justified in turning from the door. 
But Mrs, Dobson meditated no such act. She waa a quiet, 
inoftensive, unsuspicious personage, beheving wholly iu Gov- 
ernor Markham and everything pertaining to him. She 
was canning fruit when Hannah came with the message 
that some of the Governor's kin had come from the East; 
and remembering to have heard that Richard once had an 
uncle somewhere in Massachusetts, she had no doubt that 
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this was a daughter of the old gentleman aiid a cousin of 
Eiehard'a, especially as Hannah described the stranger as 
young and tolerably good-looiing. She had no thonght 
that it was the runaway wife, of whom she know more than 
Hannah, else she would have dropped the Speneer jar she 
was filling, and burned her lingers worse than she did, try- 
ing to crowd in the refractory cover, which persisted in 
tipping up sideways and all ways hut the right way. 

"Some of his kin. Pity they are gone. "What shall we 
do with her ? " she said, as she finally pushed the cover to 
its place and blew the thumb she had burned so badly. 

" Maybe she don't mean to stay long; she didn't bring 
no baggage," Hannah said, and thns reassured, Mrs. Dobson 
rolled down her sleeves, and tying on a clean apron, started 
for the reception.room, where Ethie sat like one who walks 
in a dream from which they try in vain to waken. 

This house, as &r as she could jndge, was not like that 
home on the prairie where her first married days were 
spent. Everything here was luxurious and grand, and in 
such perfect taste. It seemed a princely home, and Ethie 
experienced more than one bitter pang of regret that by her 
own act she had ia al! probability cut herself off from any 
part or lot in this earthly paradise. 

" I deserve it, but it is very hard to bear," she thought, 
just as Mrs, Dobson appeared, and bowing respectfully, 
began — 

" Hannah tells me you are kin to the Governor's folis, — 
and I am so sorry they are all gone, and will be for some 
weeks. The Governor is at a water-cuL-e down East,— 
strange you didn't hear of it, — and t'other Mr. Martham 
has gone with his wife to Olney, and St. Paul's, and dear 
knows where. Too bad, ain't It? But maybe you'll stay 
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a day or two and rest ) We'll make yon as comfortable 
as wo can. You look about beat oat," ant! Mrs. Dobaou 
came nearer to Etbeiyn, wbose face and lips were white as 
ashes, and whose eyes looked black with her excitement. 

She was very tired. The rapid journey, made without 
rest or food either, save the cup of tea and the cracker she 
tried to swallow, was beginning to teil upon her, and while 
Mrs. Dotson was speakii^ she felt stealing over her the 
giddiness which she knew by experience was a precuiBor to 
iainting 

I an tued and heated," she gasped, " I could not 
1 ep at th hotel, or eat, either. I will stay a day and 
e t, f J u please. Governor Markham will not care. I 
wa^ tra 11 g this way, and thought I would call. I have 
hea d o much about his house." 

She f It onstrained to say this by way of explanation, 
and M D bson accepted it, warming up at once on the 
ulje t f the house, which was her weak point; while to 
1 ow str3nt,ers through the handsome rooms was her 
lilt No opportunity to do this had for some time been 
P s nf d and- the good woman's fece glowed with the 
1 1 a u e he anticipated from showing the Governor's cou- 
h hou e and grounds. But first the lady must have 
s me d n e , and bidding her lay aside her bonnet and 
shawl and make herself at home, Mrs. Dobson hurried back 
to the kitchen and despatched Hannah for the tender lamb- 
chop she was going to broil, as that was something easily 
cooked, and the poor girl seemed so tired and feeble. 

"She looks like the Markhams, or like somebody I've 
seen," she said, never dreaming of finding the familiar 
resemblance to "somebody she had seen" in the pictnre 
n Richard's room. 
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What alie would have done had she known wlio the 
stranger was is doubtful. Fortunately slie did not know ; 
but being hospitably inclined, and anxious to show the 
Governor's Etetern relatives how grand and nice they were, 
she broiled the tender lamb, and made the fragrant coffee, 
and laid the table in the cozy breaifast-room, and put on the 
little silver set, and conducting her visitor out to dinner, 
helped her herself, and then left the room, telling Ethelyn 
to ring if she wanted anything, as Hannah was within hear- 
ing. Bewildered and puzzled with regard to her own identity, 
Ethie sat down at Richard's table, in Richard's house, and 
partook of Richard's food, with a strange feeling of quiet, 
and a constantly increasing sensation of nnmbness and be- 
wilderment. Access to the house had been easier than she 
fancied ; but she could not help feeling that $ke had no 
right to be there, no claim on Richard's hospitality. Cer- 
tainly she had none, if what she had heard at Clifton were 
true. But was itS There was some doubt creeping into 
her mind, though why Richard should wish to build so 
large and so fine a house just for himself she could not 
understand. She never guessed how every part of that 
dwelling had been planned with a direct reference to her 
and her tastes; that not a curtain, or a carpet, or a picture 
had been purchased without Melinda's having said she 
believed Ethie would approve it. Eveiy stone, and plant, 
and teck, andnailhadinit a thought of the Ethie whose com- 
ing back had been speculated upon and planned in so many 
different ways, but never in this way, — never just as it had 
finally occurred, with Richard gone, and no one there to 
welcome her, save the servants in the kitchen, who, while 
she ate her solitary dinner, feeling more desolate and 
wretched than she had ever before felt in her life, wondered 
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who slie was, and how far they ought to go with thoir 
attentions and civilities. They toot her for what she pro- 
fessed to be, — a MaAham, and a near connection of the 
Governor; and as that stamped her someliody, they were 
inclined to be vei'y civi!, feelinj; sure that Mrs. James 
would heartily approve their course. She had rung bo bell 
for Hannah ; hut they knew her dinner was over, for they 
heard her as she went back into the reception-room, where 
Mrs. Dobson ere long joined her, and asked if she would 
hke to see the house. 

" It's the only thing we can amuse you with, unless you 
are fond of music. Maybe you are," and Mrs. Dobsoa led 
the way to a little music-room, where, in the recess of a 
"bow window, a closed piano was standing. 

At first Ethelyn did not observe it closely; but when 
the housekeeper opened it, and pushing hack the heavy 
drapery disclosed it fully to view, Ethie started forward 
with a sudden cry of wonder and surprise, while her face 
was deadly pale, and the fingers which came down with a 
crash upon the keys shook violently, for she knew it was 
her old instrument standing there before her, — the one she 
had sold to procure money for her flight. Richard must 
have bought it back; for her sake, too, or rather for the 
sake of what she once was to him, not what she was 

" Play, won't you?" Mrs, Dobson said. But Ethie could 
not then, have touched a note. The faintest tone of that 
instrument would have maddened her, and she turned away 
from it with a shudder, while the talkative Mis. Dobson 
continued, " It's an old piano, I believe, that belonged to 
the first Mrs. Markham. There's to he a new one bought 
for the other Mrs. Markham, I heard them say." 
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Ettie'a handa were locked together now, aad her teeth 
shut so tightly over her lips that the thm stin was broten, 
and a drop of hlood showed upon t!ie pale surface ; hut in 
so doing she kept hack the cry of anguish which leaped up 
from her heart at Mrs. Dohson's words. The " first Mrs, 
Markham," that was herself, while the " other Mrs. Mark- 
ham" moant, of course, her rival, — the bride about whom 
she had heard at Clifton, She did not think of Melinda as 
being a part of that household, " and the other Mrs. Mark- 
ham," for whom the new piano was to be purchased, — she 
thought of nothing but herself, and her own blighted 
hopes, 

" Does the Governor know for certain that his first wife 
is dead ? " she asked, at last, and Mra. Dobson replied — 

" Of course she's dead. It's five years since he heard a 
word. She must have been pretty.. Her picture is in tho 
Governor's room. Come, I will show it to yon." 

Mrs, Dobson had left her glasses in the kitchen, so she 
did not notice the white fece, so startling in its expression, 
as her visitor followed on up the broad staircase into the 
spacious hall above, and on still further, till they came to 
the door of Richard's room, which Hannah had left open. 
Then for a moment Ethelyn hesitated. It seemed like a 
sacrilege for her feet to tread the floor of that private 
room, for her breath to taint the atmosphere of a spot 
where the new wife would come. But Mrs. Dobson led 
her on until she stood in the centre of Richard's room, 
surrounded by the unmistakable paraphernalia of a man, 
with so many things around her to remind her of the past^ 
Surely, this was her own furniture ; the very articles she 
had chosen for the room in Camden, It was kind in Rich- 
ard to keep and bring them here, where everything was so 
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much more elegant, — kind, too, in him to redeem her piano. 
It flhowed that for a time, at least, he had rememhered 
her ; hut, alas ! he had forgotten her now, when she wanted 
his love so much. There were great hlarring tears in her 
eyes, and she could not distinctly see the picture on the 
wall, which Mrs. Dobson said was the first Mrs. Markham, 
asking if she was not a beauty. 

" Rather pretty, yea," Ethie said, making a great effort 
to speat naturally, and adding after a moment, " I suppose 
it will be taken down when the other Mrs. Markham 

In Mrs. Dohson's mind the other Mrs. Markham only 
meant Melinda, and she replied — 

" Why shouJd it ! She know the other lady and liked 
her, too." 

" She knew me ! Who can it be ? " Ethie asked her- 
self remembering that the name she had heard at Clifton 
was a strange one to her. 

" This, now, is the very handsomest part of the whole 
house," Mrs. Dobson said, throwing open a door which led 
from Richard's room into a snite of apartments which, to 
Ethie's bewildered gaze, seemed more like fairy-land than 
anything real she had ever seen. " This the Governor fit- 
ted up expressly for his wife, and I'm told he spent more 
money here than in all the upper rooms. Did you ever see 
handsomer lace ! He sent to New York for them," she 
said, lifting up one of the exquisitely wrought curtains fes- 
tooned across the arch which divided the houdoir from the 
laige sleeping-room beyond. "This I call the bridal cham- 
ber," she continued, stepping into the room where every- 
thing was so pure and white. "But, bless me, I forgot 
that I put on a lot of bottles to heat. I'll venture they are 
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every one of them aliivered to atoms, Hannali is so 
careless. Excuse me, will you, and entertain yourself 
awhile. I recton you ean find your way hack to the 
parlor." 

Ethelyn wanted nothing so much as to be left alone and 
free to mdulge in the emotions which were iast getting the 
mastery of her. Covering her face with her hands, as the 
door closed after Mrs. Dohson, she aat for a moment bereft 
of the power to think or feel. Then, as things became 
more real, and great throbs of heat and pain went tearing 
through her temples, she remembered that she was in 
Richard's house, up in the room which Mrs. Dobson had 
termed the bridal chamber, the apartments which had been 
probably fitted up for Richard's bride, whoever she might 
be. 

" I never counted on this," she whispered, as she paced 
lip and down the range of rooms, from the little parlor or 
boudoir to the dressing-room beyond the bedroom, and the 
little conservatory at the side where the choicest of plants 
were in blossom, and where the dampness was so cool to her 
burning brow. 

It did not strike her as strange that Richard should 
have thought of all this, nor did she wonder whose taate 
had aided him in making such a home. She did not won- 
der at anything except at herself, who had missed ao much 
and fallen into such depths of woe. 

"Oh, Richard 1" she sighed, as she went back into the 
bridal chamber. " Tou would pity me now, and foi^ve 
me, too, if you knew what I am suffering here in your 
home, which can never be mine 1 " 

She was standing near the window, taking in the efiect 
of her surroundings, from the white ground carpet covered 
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with, lirilliant bouquets, to the unrumpled, snowy bed 
which looked so dUiciousiy cool and inviting, and seemed 
beckoning the poor, tired woman to its embrace. And 
Ethie yielded at last to the sileut invitation, forgetting 
everything save how tired, and sorry, and fever-araitten she 
was, and how heavy her swollen eyelids were with tears, 
and the many nights she had not slept, Ethie's cheeks 
were crimson, and her pulse throbbing rapidly as, looeing 
her long, beautiful hair, which of all her girlish beauty 
remained unimpaired, and putting off her little gaiters, she 
lay down upon the snowy bed, and pressing her aching 
head upon the pillows, whispered softly to her other self, 
— the Ethelyn Grant she used to know in Chicopee, when 
a little twelve-year-old girl she fled from the maddened cow 
and met the tall young man from the West. 

" Governor Markham they call him now," she said, " and 
/ am Mrs. Governor," and a laugh broke the stillness of 
the rooms kept so sacred until now. 

In the hall below Hannah overheard the laugh, and 
mounting the stairs cast one frightened glance into the 
chamber where a tossing, moaning figure lay upon the bed, 
with masses of brown hair felling about the face and floatr 
ing over the pillows. 

Good Mrs. Dobson dropped one of the jars she was fill- 
ing when Hannah came with her strange tale, and leaving 
the scalding mass of pulp and juice upon the floor, she 
hastened up the stairs, and with as stern a voice as it was 
possible for her to assume, demanded of Ethelyn what she 
was doing there. But Ethie only whispered on to heraelf 
of divorces, and governors' wives-elect, and bridal cham- 
bers whei's she could rest so nicely. Mrs. Dobson was 
nothing to her, and the good woman's wrath changed to 
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pity as she met the bright, restless eyes, and felt the burn- 
ing hands which she held for a moment in her own. It 
was a pretty little hand, — soft and white, and smalt almost 
as a child's. There was a ring upon the left hand, too ; a 
marriage ring, Mrs. Dobaon guessed, wondering now more 
tlian ever who the stranger was that had thus boldly taken 
possesion of a room into which none but the family ever 

" She is married, it would seem," she said to Hannah, and 
then, as Richard's name dropped fi-om Ethelyn's lips, she 
looked curioasly at the face so ghastly white, save where 
spots, of crimson colored the cheeks, and at the mass of hair 
which Ethie had pushed up and off from the forehead it 
seemed to oppress with its weight, 

" Go bring me some ice-water from the cellar," Mrs. 
Dobson said to Hannah, who hurried away on the errand, 
while the housekeeper, left to hei-aelf, bent nearer to Ethe- 
lyn and closely scraljnjzed her face; then stepping to 
Kichard's room, she examined the picture on the wall, and 
came to a conclusion as to who the strange woman was. 

Mrs. Dobson was a good deal alarmed, — " set back," as 
she afterward expressed it when telling the story to Me- 
linda, — and her knees fairly knocked together as she re- 
turned to the sick-room, and bending again over the stranger 
aated, " Is your name Ethelyn ! " 

For an instant there was a look of consciousness in the 
brown, eyes, and Ethie whispered feintly — 

" Don't tell him. Don't send me away. Let me stay 
here and die ; it won't be long, and this pillow is so nice." 

She was wandering again, and satisfied that her surmises 
were correct, Mr-s. Dobson Hfted her gently up, and to the 
great suiprise of Hann^, who bad returned with the ice, 
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began removing the heavy di'esa and the siirts so much in 
the way. 

" Bring some of Mrs. Martham's night-clothes and sak 
TOO no questions," she SJud to the astonished girl, who 
silently obeyed her, aiid then assisted while Ethelyu was 
arrayed in Melinda's night-gown and made more comfort- 
able and easy than she could be in her own tightr-fltting 
dress. 

" Tafec this to the telegraph office," was Mrs. Dohson's 
next order after she had been a few moments in the library, 
and Hannah obeyed, reading as she ran ; 

" Davenport, August — . 
" To Mrs. James Markham, Olney : 

" There's a strange woman sick here. Pleaso come home. 
" Elisor Doeson." 

The way was open for the despatch, and in less than half 
an hour the operator at Olney was writing out the message 
which would take Melinda back to Davenport as fast as 
steam could carry her. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 



|E»aya|ES. JAMR8 MAKKIIAM kad spent a few weeks 
E^^ a with a party of Davenport friends in St, Paul's and 
I RMfftn l vicinity, iDut she waa now at home in Olney with 
her mothei, whom she helped with the ironing that morning, 
showing a quickness and dexterity in the doing up of "fim's 
shirts and the best table linen which proved that, although 
a " mighty fine lady," as some of the Olneyitea termed her, 
she had neither foi^tten, nor was above working in the 
kitchen when the occasioD required. The day's ironing 
was over, and refreshed with a bath, and a half hour's sleep 
after it, she sat under the shadow of the tail trees, arrayed 
in her white marseilles, which, being gored, made her look, 
as unsophisticated Andy thought, most too slim and flat. 
Andy timself was over at the Joneses that afternoon, and, 
down upon all fours, was playing bear with baby Ethelyn, 
who shouted and screamed witli delight at the antics of her 
childish uncle. Mrs. James was not contemplating a return 
to Pavenp t f th four weeks ; indeed, ever since 

the letter I & m Clifton with regard to Richard's 

sickness, sh h 1 b usiy meditating a flying visit to 

the invalid wl h tn w vould be glad to see her. It 
must he \ y 1 1 t f him there alone, she said ; and 
then her th u ht t ft r the wanderer whom they had 

long since d t tdlk bout, much less to espect back 

again. M h d w th nl ng sadly of her, and speculating 
as to what h fot had b n, when down the road from the 
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villag'e came the little messenger boy, who always made 
one's heart beat ao faat when he handed out his missive. 
He had one now, and he brought ifc to Melinda, who, think- 
ing of her Iraaband, whom she had left in St. Paul's, felt a 
thrill of fear lest something had befallen him. "But the 
despatch came from Davenport, from Mrs. Dobsoti her- 
self, and said that a strange woman lay very sick in the 
house. 

" A strange woman," that was all, but it made Melinda's 
heart leap up into her throat at the bare possibility as to 
who the strange woman might be, Andy read the mes- 
sage next, and Melinda knew by the flush upon bis tace, 
and the drops of perspiration which started out so suddenly 
around his mouth, that he, too, shared her suspicions. 
But not a word was spoken by either upon the subject 
agitating them both so powerfully. Melmda only said, 
" I must go home at once, — in the next train, it pos- 
sible," while Andy rejoined, " I am going with jou " 

Melinda knew why he was going, and when a' list 
they were on the way, the sight of his hone'*t fve, 
glowing all over with eagerness and joyful anticipations, 
kept her own spirits up, and made what ■she so greatly 
hoped for seem absolutely certain. It was morning when 
they arrived, and were driven rapidly thiough the streets 
toward home. The house seemed leij quiet, every 
window and shutter, so far as they could see, wis cloifed, 
and both experienced a terrible fear lest "the stringe 
woman" was gone. They conid not wait for Hannih 
to open the door, and bo they went round to the basement, 
and surprised Mrs. Dobson as she bent over the fire, stii-- 
ring the basin of grael she was preparing for her patient. 
"The strange woman" was not gone. SIjc was raving 
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mad Ml D > 1 and t Ik 1 the ju e t tli 

I e hii the do t r 1 t a. I ]v ew T 1 ■w Id ha e 
io e hal you been he e si e s-) d ind he pronoun ed 
t 1 ra fever Id o%ht on by tat gue -mi s me g eit 
exctement or wornn ent Peirs Ike she th ught s! e 
was ] or ei or omcbody was d or ed t r le was 
tall ng ab ut t and show ng the r ne o ' 
fluj^er I hope Governo M kham won t m 
no e of y do ngs She went the a her elf s 
her n the bed □. that room where n body c 
tbe b le a room I call t y n know 

" Is she there ? " Molmda asked, m amaaement, while 
Andy, who had been standing near the door which led np 
to the next floor, disappeared up the stairs, leaving the 

He know the way to the room designated, and went inr- 
rying on, until he reached the door, and there he paused, 
his flesh creeping with the intensity of his excitement, and 
his whole being pervaded with a crushing sense of eager 
expectancy. lie had not put into words what. or whom he 
expected to find on the other side of the door ho hardly 
dared to open. He only knew he should be terribly dis- 
appointed if his conjectures proved wrong, and a smothered 
prayer rose to his lips, " God grant it may be the she I 

The she he meant was sleeping. The brown head which 
had rolled so restlessly all night was lying quietly upon the 
pillows, the burning cheek resting upon one hand, and the 
mass of long bright hair tucked back under one of Mrs. 
Dobson's own nightcaps, that lady having sought in vain 
for such an article among her mistress's wardrobe. She did 
not hear Andy as he stopped across the floor to the bcd- 
16 
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Bide. Bending caatiously above her, he hesitated a mo- 
meat, while a great throb of disappointment ran through 
hia Toiiis. Surely that was not Ethie, with the hollow 
cheeks and the disfiguring frill around ber face, giving her 
the look of the new and stylish nurse Melinda had got from 
Chicago, — the woman who wore a cap in place of a bonnet, 
and jabbered half the time in some foreign tongue, which 
Melinda said waa French. The room was very dark, and 
Andy pushed back a blind, letting in sach a flood of light 
that the sleeper started, and moaned, and turned herself 
npon the pillow, while with a gasping, sobbing cry, Andy 
fell upon hb knees, and with clasped hands and streaming 
eyes, exclaimed — 

" I thank Thee, Father of mercies, more than I can tell, 
for it is Ethie, — it is Ethie, — it is Ethie, onr own darling 
Ethie, come back t ag d d Ln i 

bring old Dick horn t d i t h t m f 

it." 

Ethie's eyes were o; 3 fi d q fe^ 1 -^ ly 

Something in his voi m t b p t t 1 

through the mists of d I m 1 I h b t th 
glimmer of a smile pi yd db Ip db hi 

moved slowly toward hm tl thyw tbL -^^n to 
her throat and tugged t th g! tc p t wh h ^ d 

Mrs, Dobson bad tied in a hard knot by way of keeping 
the cap Tipon the refractory head. Ethie did not fancy the 
cap any more than Andy, who, guessing her wishes, lent 
his own assistance to, the untying of the strings. 

" You don't like the peaty thing on your head, making 
you look so like a scarecrow, do you?" he said, gently, as 
with a jerk he broke the strings and then threw the dis- 
carded cap upon the floor. 
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Ethie seemed to know him for a moment, and " Kiss 
me, Andy," came feebly from her lips. Winding iis arms 
about her, Andy did kiss her many times, while hia tears 
dropped upon her face and moistened the long hair which, 
relieved from its confinement, fell in dark masses about her 
face, making her look more like the Ethelya of old than 
she had at first. 

"Was there a divorce ? " she whispered, atid Andy, in 
great perplexity, was wondering what she meant, when 
Melinda's step came along the hall, and Melmda entered 
the room together with Mrs. Dobson. 

"It's she, — herself! It's our own Ethie!" Andy 
esclaimed, standing back a little from the bed, but still 
holding the feverish hand which had grasped his so firmly, 
as if in that touch alone was rest and security, 

" I thought so," and with a satisfied nod Mrs. Dobson 
put down her bowl of gruel and went to communicate 
tte startling news to Hannah, who nearly lost her senses 
in the first moment of surprise, 

" Do you know me, Ethie ? " Melinda asked, and Ethie's 
lip quivered slightly as s!ie said sad]y and beseechingly, 
" Don't send me away, when I am so tired and sorry," 

She seemed to have a vague idea of where she was and 
who was with her, clinging closer to Andy, as if surest of 
him, and once when he bent over her, she suddenly wound 
her arms around Lis neck and whispered, " Don't leave 
me, — it's nice to know ypu are with me; and don't let 
them put that dreadful thing on my head again. Aunt 
Van Buren said I was a fright. Will Eichard think so 
too}" 

This was the only time she mentioned her husband, but 
she tfJked of Clifton, and Mrs. Pry, and the story of the 
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divorce, and tlie little cliapel wliere slie said God always 
came, and she bade Andy 'kneel down and pray just as 
they were doing there when the summer day drew to a 

" We must send for Dick," Andy said ; " but don't let's 
tell the whole ; let's leave something to his imagination ; " 
and BO tlie telegram which went to Grov, Martham read 
simply, " Come home immediately." 

Eichard had heard of Miss Bigelow's sudden departure, 
and had been surprised to find how much he missed the 
light foofstep and the rustling sound which had come from 
No 101 Hewisagoid deal interested in Mis^ Bigeljw, 
and he ttlt sorrv that she wis g">ne, and Clifton w ■js not 
S3 pleasant to him now is it hod been at first He was 
much bettei, ind hal been scleral times to the chapel, 
when up the three flights of stajrs Perrj came one 
div and stoppe 1 at Koom No 102 There was a 
telegrim for Richard, iv ho tooL it with ticmblmg binds 
and !cid it iv th i blur betore hi'! eves and something 
at his heart like a blow, lut which was bom ot a sudden 
hope that, after many days and months and years of wait- 
ing, God had deigned to be merciful. But only for a brief 
moment did this hope buoy bim up. It could not be, he 
said ; and yet, as be made his hasty preparations for his 
joaraey, he found the possibility constantly recurring to 
his mind, while the nearer he came to Davenport the more 
probable it seemed, and the more impatient he grew at 
every little delay. There were several upon the road, and 
once, when only fifty miles from home, there was a deten- 
tion of four hours. But the long train moved on at last, and 
just as the sun was setting the cars stopped in the Daven- 
port depot, and as the passengers alighted the loungers 
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whispered to each other, " Governor Markham has come 
home." 



CIIAPTEE XXXVIII. 



f^J^I REIVED at Davenport, and so near his home that 
E^^^ be could discern its roofs and chinmeys, the hope 
}p^'**| which had kept Richard up all through his rapid 
journey hegan to give way, and he hardly ^new what 
he expected to find, aa he went up the steps to his 
house and rang the door-bell Certainly not Andy, — he 
had not thought of him, — and his pulse quickened with a 
feeling of eagerness and hope renewed when he caught sight 
of his brother's beaming face, and felt the pressure of his 
broad hand. In his delight Andy kissed his brother two or 
three times during the interval it took to get him through 
the hall into the reception-room, where they were alone. 
Arrived there, Andy fell to capering across the floor, while 
Richard looked on, puzzled to decide whether hia weak 
brother had gone wholly daft or not. Recollecting him- 
self at last, and assuming a more sober attitude, Andy 
came close to him and whispered — 

" Dick, you ought to be thankful, so thantful and glad 
that God has been kind at last and heard our prayers, just as 
I always toid you he would. Guess who is up stairs, ravin' 
crazy by spells, and quiet as a Maltese Mtten the rest of 
the time. I'll bet, though, you'll never guess, it is so 
strange. Try, now, — who do you think it is?" 

" EtheljTi," came in a whisper from Richard's lips, and, 
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rather crestfallen, tho simple Andy said, " Somebody told 
yon, I know ; but you are right. Ethie is here, — came 
when Tve all was gone, — said she was a coDnection of 
youni, and so Miss Dobson let her in, and treated her up, 
and showed her the house, and left her in them rooms you 
fixed a purpose for her. You see Miss Dobson had some 
tmct she was canning, and she stayed down stairs so long 
that when she went back she found Ethie had taken posses- 
sion of that bed where nobody ever slep', and was burain' 
np with fever and talkin' the queerest kind of talk about di- 
vorces, and all that, and there was something in her face 
made Miss Dobson mistrust who she was, and she tele- 
graphed for Melinda and nie, — or rather for Melinda, — and 
I came out with her, for I knew in a minit who the 
strange ■H<iman was. But she won't know you, Dick, 
She don't know me, though she lays her head on my arm 
and snugs up to me awful neat. Will you go now to see 
her s " 

The question was superfluous, for Richard was half way 
up the stairs, followed close by Andy, who went with him 
to the door of Ethie's room, and then stood back, thinking 
it best for Richard to go in alone. 

Ethelyn was asleep, and Melinda sat watching her. She 
knew it was Richard who came in, for she had hetu'd his 
voice in the Jiall, and greeting him quietly arose and left 
the room, whispering, "If she wakes, don't startle her. 
Probably she will not know you." 

Then she went out, and Richard was alone with the wife he 
hadnot seen for more than five weary years. It was very dark 
in the room, and it took him a moment to accustom him- 
self sufficiently to the light to discern the figure lying so 
still before him, the pale eyelids closed, and the long eye- 
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lashes resting upon the crimson cheek. The lips and fore- 
Lead wei* yery white, hut the rest of the face was purple 
with fever, and as that gave the cheeks a fuller, rounder 
loot, she did not at firet seem greatly changed, but looked 
much as she did the first time he came from Washington 
and found her so low. The long hair which Andy would not 
have confined in a cap was pushed hack from her brow, 
and lay in tangled masses upon the pillow, while her hands 
were folded one within the other and rested outside the 
covering. And Richard touched her hands first, — the lit- 
tle, soft, white hands he used to think so pretty, and which 
he now kissed so softly as he knelt by the bedside and tried 
to look closely into Ethle's face. 

"My poor, sick darling, God knows how glad I am to 
have you back," he said, and hia tears dropped like rain 
upon the hands he pressed so gently. Then softly caress- 
ing the pale forehead, hb fingers threaded the mass of tan- 
gled hair, and his lips touched the hot, burning ones 
which quivered for a moment, and then said, brokenly — 

" A dream, — all a dream. I've had -it so many 
times." 

She was waking, and Richard drew back a step or two, 
while the bright, restless eyes moved round the room as if 
in quest of some one. 

" It's very dark," she said, and turning one of the shut- 
ters Eichard came back and stood just where tho light 
would fall upon his fece as it did on hers. 

He saw now how changed she was ; but she was none 
the less dear to him for that, and he spoke to her very 
tenderly — 

" Ethie, darling, don't you know me ! I am Richard, 
your husband, and I am so glad to get you back," 
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There did Beem to be a moment's consciousness, for 
there crept into the eyes a startled, anxious loot as they 
scanned Richard's face ; then the lip quivered again, and 
Ethie said, pleadingly — 

" Don't send me away. I am so tired, and the road was 
so long. I thought I should never get here. Let me stay. 
1 shall not be bad any more." 

Then, unmindful of consequences, Kichard gathered her 
ill lis arma and held her there an instant in a passionate 
embrace, which left her pale and panting, but seemed to 
reassure her, for when he would have kid her back upon 
■ the pillow, she said to him, " No, not there, — on your arm, 
— so. Tes, that's nice," and an expression of intense 
satisfaction stole into her face aa she nestled her head close 
to Richard's bosom, and, closing her eyes, seemed to sleep 
again. And Eiehard held her thus, forgetting his own 
fatigue, and refusing to give up his post either to Andy or 
Melinda, both of whom ventured in at last, and tried to 
make him take some refreshment and rest 

" I am not hungry," ha said, " and it is rest enough to 
ho with Ethelyn." 

Mueh he wondered where she had come fiom, and Me 
linda repeated all Ethelyn had said which wouli throw 
any light upon the subject. 

"She has talked of the Nile, and fet l\tirsbmg, ind 
the Hellespont, and the ship which wis brrngmtf her 
home, and of Chicopee, but it was diflicuJt telhng haw 
mnch was reaJ," Melinda said, adding, "She tJked of 
Clifton, too; and, were it possible, I should say she came 
direct from there, but that could not be. You would have 
known if she had been there. What was the number of 
jOTir room ? " 
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" 103," Kioliard replied, while Melinda rejoiued — 

"That is the number she talks about, — that and 101. 
Can it be that she was there 3 " 

Eichard was certain of JL The Miss Bigelow who had 
interested him so much, lay there in. his arms, his own 
wife, who was, if possible, tenfold dearer to him now than 
when he first held her as his bride. lie knew sBe was very 
sict, but she would not die, he said to himself. God had 
not restored hor to hlia just to tate her away again, 
and make his desolation more desolate. Ethie wouid live. 
And surely if love, and nursing, and tender care were of 
anj ^lail to save the life whieh at times seemed fluttering 
on the very verge of the grave, Ethelyn would live. 
Nothing was ipared which could avail to save her, and 
even the physician, who had all along done what he could, 
seemed to redouble his efi'orts when he ascertained who his 
patient was. 

Great was the surprise, and numerous the remarks and 
surmises of the citizens, when it was whispered abroad that 
the strange woman lying so sict in the Governor's house 
was no other than the Governor's wife, about whom the 
people had speculated so much. Nor was it long ere the 
news went to Camden, stirring up the people there, and 
bringing Mrs. Miller at once to Davenport, where she 
stayed at a totel until such time as she could he admitted 
to Ethelyti's presence. 

Mrs, Markham, senior, was washing windows when 
Tim Jones brought her the letter, beai'ing the Daven- 
port post-mark. Melinda had purposely abstained 
frona writing Lome nnti! Kichard came ; and so the 
letter was in his handwriting, which his mother recognized 
at once. 

IG* 
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" Why, it's from Kichardl" she excltdmed. "I thought 
ho wouldn't stay long at Clifton. I never did believe in 
smishin'' all the time. A hath in the tin wash-basin does 
me very well," and the good woman wiped her window 
leisarely, and even pat it baet and festoned the side-slat in 
its place, befo h t 1 w to see what Eichai'd had 
written, 

Tim knew wh t 1 1 ad ntten ; for in his hat was an- 
other letter fr m M 1 d f his mother, which he had 
opened, hia feet g ff t a kind of douhle-shufSe as 

he read that Eth ]\ n h d t ed. She had been very cold 
and proud to him ; hut he had admu'ed her gi'eatly, and 
remembered her with none'but kindly feelings. He was 
a little anxious to know what Mrs. Markham would say ; 
but aS she was in no hurry to open her letter, and he was 
in a hurry to tell his mother the good news, he bade her 
good morning, and mounting his horse, galloped away 
toward home. 

" I hope he's told who the critter was that was took sick 
in the house," Mrs. Markham said, as she adjusted her 
glasses, and broke the seal, 

Mrs, Markham had never fmnted in her life, hut she 
came very near it that morning, feeling some as she would 
if the Daisy, dead so long, had suddenly walked into the 
room and taken a scat beside her. 

" I am glad for Dick," she said. " I never saw a man 
change as ho has, pinin' for her. I mean to be good to 
her, if I can;" and Mrs, Maikham's sun-bonnet was bent 
low. over Eichard's letter, on which there were traces of 
tears when the head was lifted up again. '■ I must let John 
know, I never can stand it till dinner-time," she said ; and 
a shrill blast from the tin horn, used to bring her sons to 
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dmuer, went echoing across tie prairie to the lot where 
John was working. 

It was not a single blast, but peal upon peal, a loud, pro- 
longed sound, which startled John gi'eatly, especially as he 
knew by the sun that it could not be twelve o'clock. 

" Blows as if somebody was in a fit," he said, as he took 
long and rapid strides towards the farm-house. 

His mother met him in the lane, letter in hand, and her 
face white with excitement as she said below her breath — 

" John, John, oh ! John, she's come. She's there at 
Richard's, — sick with the fever, and crazy ; and Richard is 
so glad. Read what he says," 

She did not say who had come, but John tnew, and his 
eyes were dim with tears as he took the letter from his 
mother's hand, and read It, walking beside her to the 
house. 

" I presume they doctor her that silly fashion, with little 
pills the size of a small pin-head. Melinda is so set in her 
way. She ought to have some good French brandy if they 
want to save her. I'd better go myself and see to it," Mrs. 
Markham said, after they had reached the house, and John, 
at her request, had read the letter aloud. 

John did not quite fancy his mother's going, particularly 
as Richard had said nothing about it, but Mrs. Markham 
was determined. 

" It was a good way to make it up with Ethclyn, to be 
there when she come to," she thought, and so, leaving her 
house ■cleaning to itself, and John to his bread and milk, 
of which he never tired, she packed a little travelling bag, 
and taking with her a bottle of brandy, started on the next 
train for Davenport, where she had never boon. 
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Aunt Barbara was not cleaning house. S!ie was cutting 
dried caraway seed in the garden, and thinMng of Ethio 
and wondering why sbe did not write, and hoping that 
when she did she would say that she had talked with Rich- 
ard, and made the matter up. Ever since hearing that he 
was at Clifton, in the. room next to Ethie, Aunt Barbara had 
counted upon a speedy reconciliation, and done many things 
with a direct reference to that reconciliation. The best 
chamber was kept constantly aired, with bouquets of flowers 
in it, in case the happy pair, " as good as just married," 
should come suddenly upon her. Ethie's favorite loaf cake 
was kept on hand, and Aunt Barbara was in a constant state 
of expectancy, so she was not in the least surprised when 
Charlie Howard looked over the garden gate with " Got a 
letter for you," 

" It ain't from her. It's from, — why, it's from Richard, 
and he is in Davenport," Aunt Barbara exclaimed, as 
she sat down in a garden chmr to read the letter which 
was not from- Ethie. 

Richard did not say directly to her that she must 
come, but Aunt Barbara felt an innate conviction that 
her presence would not he disagreeable, even if Ethie 
lived, while "if she died," and Aunt Barbara's heart 
gave a great throb as she thought it, "if Ethie dies, 
I must be there," and so her tiiink was packed for the 
third time in Ethie's behalf, and the next day's train 
from Boston carried tie good woman on her way to 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 
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was more quiet with, him, and would sometimes sleep for 
lionrs upon his arm, with one hand clasped in Aunt 
Barbara's, and the other held by Andy. At other times, 
when the fever was on, no arm availed to hold her as she 
tossed from side to side, talking of things at which a stran- 
ger would have marvelled, and which made Richard's 
heart ache to its very core. Sometimes she was a girt 
in Chicopee, and all the past as connected with Frank 
Van Buren was lived over again ; then she would talk 
of Eictard, and shudder as she recalled the dreary, dread- 
ful day when the honeysuckles were in blossom, and lie 
came to make her his wife. 

"It was wrong, all wrong. I did not love him then," 
she sEud, " nor afterward, on the prairie, nor anywhere, un- 
til I went away and found what it was to live without 

" And do you love him now ! " Eichard asked her onco 
when he sat alone with her. 

There was no hesitancy on her part, no waiting to make 
up an answer. It was ready on her lips, "Yes, oh, yea!" 
and the weak arms lifted themselves up and were wound 
around his neek with a pressure almost stifling. Uow much 
of thb was real Richard could not tell, but he accepted it 
all as such, and waited impatiently for the day when the 
full light of reason should return and Ethie be restored to 
him. There was but little of her past life which he did not 
Icam from her ravings, and so there was less for her to tell 
him when at la t tl e f al ated a d her eyes met his 
with a know n t onal p s. n Andy was alone with 
her when the hang fi t ame The rain was over, and 
out upon the e th unlight was softly falling. At 
Andy's earn t entre t P h i h d gone for a little cs- 
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erciso in the open air, and « as wallting slowly up and down 
the piazza, while Aunt Barbara slept, and Andy kept his 
vigils by Ethelyn, She, too, was sleeping quietly, and 
Andy saw the great drops of perspiration upon her brow 
and beneath her hair. He knew it was a good omen, and 
on his knees by the bedside, with his face in his hands, he 
prayed aloud, thanking God for restoring Ethelyn to them, 
and asking that they might all he taught just how to make 
her happy. A sound between a moan and a sob roused 
him, and looking up, he saw the great tears rolling down 
Ethie's cheeks, while her lips moved as if they would speak 
to him. 

" Andy, dear old Andy ! is it you, and are you glad to 
have me back!" she said, and then all Andy's pent-up 
feelings found vent in a storm of tears and passionate pro- 
testations of love and tenderness for his dai'ling sister. 

She remembered how she came there, and seemed to un- 
derstand why Andy was there, too ; but the rest was a 
little confused. Was Aunt Barbara there, or had sho 
dreamed it ? 

"Aunt Barbara is here," Andy said, and then, with the 
same frightened look her face had so often worn during her 
illness, Ethie said, " Somebody else bas sat by me, and 
held my head and hands, and kissed me ! Andy, tell me, — 
was that EichardS — and did he kiss me, and is he glad to 
find me ! " 

She was gazing fixedly at Andy, who replied, " Tes, Dick 
is here. He's glad to have you back. He's kissed you 
more than forty times. He don't remember nothing." 

" And the divorce, Andy, — is the story true, and am I 
not his wife?" 

" I never heard of no divorce, only wbat you said about 
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one ia your tantrums. Dick would as soon havG cut off his 
head_a3got sueli a thing," Andy replied. 

Ethclyn knew she could rely on what Andy said, and a 
heartfelt " Thank God ! It ia more than I deserve ! " fell 
from her lips, just as a step was hoard in the hali. 

" That's Dick, — he's coming," Andy whispered, and 
hastily withdrawing he left the two alone together. 

It was more than an hour before even Aunt Barbara ven- 
tured into the room, and when she did she knew by the joy 
written on Richard's face and the deep peace shining in 
Ethie's eyes that the reconciliation had been complete and 
perfect. Every error had been confessed, every fault for- 
^ven, and the husband and wife stood ready now to begin 
the world anew, with perfect love for and confldenco in each 
other. Ethie had acknowledged all her faults, the greatest 
of which was the ^ving her hand to one from whom she 
withheld her heart. 

" But you have that now," she said. " I can truly say 
that I love you far better than ever Frank Van Buren was 
loved, and I know you to be worthy, too. I have been so 
wicked, Richard, — so wilful and impatient, — that I wonder 
you have not learned to bate my very name. I may be 
wilful still. My old hot temper is not all siibdued, though 
I hope I am a better woman than I used to be when I cared 
for nothing but myself. God has been so good to me who 
have forgotten Him so long ; but we will serve Him to- 

As Ethie talked she had nestled closer and closer to her 
husband, whose arms encircled her form and whose face 
bent itsejf down to here, while a rain of tears fell npon her 
hair and forehead as the strong man, — the grave Judge and 
the honored Governor,— K!onfeased where be, too, had been 
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in favilt, and craving his young wife's pardon, ascribed also 
to God the praise for brining them both to feel their de- 
pendence on Him, as well as to se fh' day th hapi ' t 
of their lives. 

Gradually, as she could bear it, tl f nily am 
by one to see her, Mrs. Markham S n wa t n t II th 
veiy last, and refusing to go until E h lyn had p d 
■wish to see her. 

" I was pretty hard on her, I s'pose, and It would not be 
strange if she laid it up against me," she said to Melinda ; 
but Ethie had nothing against her now. 

The deep waters through which she had passed had ob- 
literated all traces of bitterness toward any one, and when 
her mother-in-law came in she extended hev hand and 
whispered, " I'm too tired, mother, to talk much, but kiss 
me once for the sake of what we are going to be to each 

Mrs, Markham was not a had or a hard woman, either. 
She was only unfortunate that her ideas had mn in one rut 
so long without any jolt to throw them out. Circumstances 
had greatly softened her, and Ethie's words touched her 
deeply. 

" I was mighty mean to you sometimes, Etbelyn, and 
I've been sorry for it," she swd, as she stooped to kiss her 
daughter-in-law, and then hurried from the room, " Only 
to think, she called me mother," she said to Melinda, to 
whom she reported the particulars of her interview witli 
Ethelyn, — " me, who had been meaner than dirt to her, — 
called me mother, when I used to mistrust she didn't tliinU 
any more of me than if I'd been an old squaw. I shan't 
foi^et it right away." 

Perhaps the sweetest, most joyful teaw Ethelyn shed 
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tliat day were those which came to her eyes when they 
brought to licr Elhelyn, her namesake, the little ttree-year- 
old, who pushed her brown curls back from her baby face 
with such a womanly air, and said — 

" I'se glad to see Aunt Ethie. I praya for her ever' night. 
Uncle Andy told me so. I loves you, Aunt Ethie." 

She was a beaulifnl little creature, and her innocent 
prattle and engaging manners did much toward brining 
the color back to Ethie's cheelra, and the biightness to her 
eyes. Those days of convalescence were blissful ones, for 
now there was no shadow of a cload resting on the domes- 
tic horizon. Between husband and wife there was perfect 
love ; and in his newly-born happiness Richard foigot the 
ailments which had sent him an invalid to Clifton ; while 
Ethie, surrounded by every luxury which love could devise 
or money procure, and made each hour to feel how dear 
she was to those from whom she had been so long estranged, 
grew fresh, and young, and pretty agtun; so that when, 
early in December, Mrs. Dr. Van Bnren came to Davenport 
to see her niece, she found her more beautiful than she had 
been in her early ^rlbood, when the boyish Frank had 
paid his court to her. Poor little Nettie was dead. Her 
life had literally been worried out of her; and during 
those September days, when Ethelyn was watched and 
tended so carefully, she had turned herself wearily upon 
her pillow, and just as the clock was striking the hour of 
midnight, asked of the attendant — 

" Has Frank come yet ? " 

" Not yet Do you want anything ? " 

" No, nothing. Is mother here ? " 

" She was tired out, and has gone to her room to rest. 
Shall I call her ? " 
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"No, no matter. IsEthie inlier crib! Please bring ter 
Eero. Never mind if yoii do wake her, 'Tis the last time." 

And so the little sleeping child was brought to the dying 
mother, who would fain feel that something she had loved 
was near her in the last hour of Jonelineaa and anguish 
she would ever know. Sorrow, disappointment, and cruel 
neglect had been her lot ever since she became a wife, but 
at the last these had purified and made her better, and led 
her to the Saviour's feet, where ahe laid the little child she 
held so closely to her bosom, dropping her tears upon its 
face and pressing her farewell Mss upon its lips. Then she 
put it from her, afld bidding the servant remove the light, 
which made her eyes ache so, turned agsun to her pillow, 
and folding her little, white, wasted hands upon her bosom, 
said softly the prayer the Saviour taught, and then glided 
as softly down the river whose tide is never backward 
toward the shores of time. 

About <me o'clock Frank came home, his head full of 
champagne and brandy, and every good feeling blunted 
with dissipation. But the Nettie whose pale face had been 
to him so constant a reproach, was gone forever, and only 
the lifeless form was left of what he once called his wife. 
She was buried in Mount Auburn, and they made her a 
grander funeral than they had given to her firat-bom, and 
then the household went on the same as ever until Mrs. Van 
Buren conceived the idea of visiting her niece, Mrs. Gov. 
Markham, and taking her grandchild with her. For the 
sake of the name she was sure the little girl would be wel- 
come, as well as for the sake of the dead mother. And she 
loag welcome, more so even than the stately aunt, whose 
deep mourning robes seemed to throw a kind of shadowy 
gloom over the house which she found so handsome, and 
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elegant, and perfectly kept that slie would willingly have 
spent the entire winter there. She was not invited to do 
that, and in January she went back to her home, but not 
until she had eaten a Chriatmas dinner with Mra. Markham, 
senior, at whose house the whole family assembled on that 
occasion. 

There was mueli good cheer and merriment there, and 
Ethie, in the rich crimson silk which Kichard had sur- 
prised her with, was the queen of all, her wishes deferred 
to, and her tast«a consulted with a delicacy and deference 
which no one could fail to observe. And Eunice Plymp- 
ton was there, too, waiting upon the table with Andy, 
who insisted upon standing at the hack of Ethie's chair, 
just as Tie had seen the waiters do in Camden, and would 
have his mother ring the bell when anything was wanted. 
It was a happy family reunion, and a meet harbinger of 
the peaceful days in store for our heroine, — days which 
came and went so fast, until winter melted into spring, and 
the spring budded into summer, and the summer faded 
into the golden autumn, and the autumn floated with 
feathery snow-flakes into the chilly winter and December 
came again, bringing another meeting of the Markhams, 
But this time it waa at the Governor's bouse in Daven- 
port, and another was added to the number, — a pretty little 
waxen thing, which all through the elaborate dinner slept 
quietly in its crib, and then in the evening, when the gas 
was lighted in the parlors, behaved most admirably, and 
lay very still in Richard's arms until it was transferred 
from his to those of the clergyman, who in the name of the 
Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost baptized it " Daisy 
Grant." 



Hn^lcdbyGoOglc 



^. 



NEW BOOKS 

And New Editions Recently I'ublished bj 

OAILLETON, Publisher, 

NEW YORK. 



N.B.— Th» PuBLiBDUBa, npon receipt of the pricB In sd ranee, will Mnfl nnyr 
the follonlmr Books hy maiJ, posTAdLt free, to any part of tho United State 
His ooDTeninut udiI Yor^ eafe modo toay he adopted «hcn tho irelghboring Buo] 



Victor HnKO, 

LEB MisiRABLEH. — The celebrated covel. One large 8vo vol- 
ume, paper covers, ga.oo ; . . . doth bound, S2.50 

LE8 Mis&iABLEa. — In the Spanish language. Fine 8vo, edition, 
two vols., paper covers, S4.oo ! . • cloth bound, $5.00 

jAROAt. — A new novel. Illustrated. . i2mo. cloth, ?i.7S 

THE LIFE OF VICTOR Hcoo, — By himself. . 8vo. cloth, ji.75 

IQEas ITInlocIi. 

—A novel. With illustration, ismo. cloth, Si. 75 
LIFE. — , do. do. fi.75 

Cliorlotte Bronte (Cnrrer Itell). 



JANB ETRE. — A novel. 


With illustration. 


i2mo cloth, $1.75 


TUB PROFESSOR.— do. 


do. 


do. $1.75 


BHIRLET.— . do. 


do. 


do. Si. 75 


TILLEITE.— . do. 


do. 


do. Si. 75 



Hand-BoolCB orSoctetf. 

tBB HABII9 or GOOD SOOIBTT j With thoUghtS, hint 

anecdotes, concerning nice points of taste, good n 

and the art of making oneself agreeable. The most emcr- 

tainingworkof thekind. . . , izmo. cloth. Si.?? 



A sensible and instruSh 
hands of every one who v 
talker or listener. 

ABTB 0» WRTTINa, HEADINO, A 

for self-instruflion and im 

are also bound in extra 

uniform in appearance, a 

Price for the set of tlirt 

Aleernoa CI 

LAUB VEKEBIB, AHB OTHER P0_.. 
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